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Introduction 


At  the  end  of  the  hall,  a  poster  covered  one  wall.  It  showed  an  enormous 
face,  more  than  a  metre  wide:  the  face  of  a  handsome  man  of  about 
forty-five,  with  a  large  black  moustache.  The  man 's  eyes  seemed  to  follow 
Winston  as  he  moved.  Below  the  face  were  the  words  BIG  BROTHER 
IS  WATCHING  YOU. 

Winston  Smith  lives  in  a  world  where  everyone  is  watched  every 
second  of  the  day.  It  is  a  world  where  Big  Brother  and  the  Thought 
Police  control  the  past  as  well  as  the  present.  They  decide  what 
you  must  do  and,  even  more  frighteningly,  what  you  must  think. 

Winston  is  secretly  unhappy  with  this  life.  He  seems  to  be 
the  only  person  who  is  dissatisfied  with  this  cruel  world.  Here, 
dishonesty  and  betrayal  are  rewarded,  but  truth  and  love  are 
punished.  Alone  in  his  small  one-room  apartment, Winston  keeps 
a  diary  of  his  thoughts  and  dreams.  This  is  a  dangerous  activity.  If 
the  diary  is  ever  found,  Winston  will  be  punished,  possibly  killed, 
by  the  Thought  Police.  The  Thought  Police  have  a  telescreen  in 
every  room  in  every  home  and  in  every  public  place.  They  also 
have  hidden  microphones  and  there  are  spies  everywhere... 

Life  is  dangerous  for  Winston,  but  it  would  be  empty  and 
meaningless  without  his  dreams  of  a  better  existence.  Will  his 
anger  with  the  Party  and  his  desire  for  a  life  outside  its  control 
lead  him  to  happiness?  Is  he  alone  in  his  fight  against  the  Party? 
There  must,  somewhere,  be  people  like  him  who  also  dream  of 
freedom  and  escape  from  this  terrible  life?  But  even  if  there  were 
others,  how  would  he  know  that  they  were  not  really  working 
for  the  Thought  Police? 

The  answer  to  these  questions  can  all  be  found  in  George 
Orwell's  famous  but  very  worrying  book  1984.  Written  in  1948, 


v 


when  Europe  was  in  a  very  weak,  uncertain  condition  after  the 
end  ofWorld  War  II,  1984  was  an  immediate  success.  Life  in 
Britain  at  the  end  of  the  war  was  hard,  dull  and  unexciting. 
Generally,  though,  people  felt  proud  because  they  had  helped  to 
win  an  important  war  and  they  were  still  free.  They  believed  that 
the  problems  of  cruel  governments  and  weak,  powerless  people 
belonged  to  other  countries.  The  Nazis  had  just  lost  control  of 
Germany  and  other  European  countries,  but  there  were  other 
countries,  like  Russia  and  China,  where  governments  seemed 
to  be  cruel  and  the  people  did  not  appear  to  be  free.  In  1984, 
George  Orwell  skillfully  showed  readers  that  dangerous,  cruel  and 
powerful  governments  could  happen  anywhere  —  even  in  Britain. 

As  the  real  year  1984  came  closer,  there  was  an  unusual  level 
of  discussion  about  the  date,  even  by  people  who  had  not  read 
Orwell's  book.  If  they  had  read  the  book,  they  compared  the 
1984  of  Orwell's  story  with  the  reality.  They  did  not  recognize 
many  similarities.  Yes,  there  were  more  televisions,  and  we  were 
beginning  to  see  computers  in  everyday  life.  But  where  was 
Big  Brother?  Where  were  the  Thought  Police?  Where  were  the 
empty  shops,  the  spies,  the  boring  food  and  uniforms  of  Orwell's 
story?  People  in  many  parts  of  the  world  were  getting  richer,  not 
poorer,  weren't  they?  Europeans  were  becoming  more,  not  less 
free.  A  few  years  later,  the  Communist  governments  in  Russia  and 
Eastern  Europe  fell.  Surely  the  world  was  becoming  a  safer  place, 
not  a  more  dangerous  place?  Surely  Orwell  had  been  completely 
wrong? 

Nearly  sixty  years  after  1984  was  written,  though,  people  are 
not  so  sure.  In  the  'war  against  terror',  many  governments  are 
slowly  taking  more  control  over  people.  Cameras  everywhere 
are  watching  us,  and  there  is  information  about  us  all  on 
computers.  Big  business  is  destroying  the  differences  between 
countries,  and  people  are  becoming  more  and  more  similar  in 
their  desires  and  dreams. 


Orwell  was  not  telling  us  that  the  world  of  the  future  would 
be  exactly  the  same  as  the  world  in  1984.  He  was  warning  us 
about  the  possible  dangers  of  power.  Winston  Smith  lives  and 
works  in  Oceania,  where  the  government  is  only  interested  in 
power.  It  does  not  matter  to  the  Party,  the  people  at  the  top,  how 
they  get  power  and  keep  it.  They  do  not  care  about  individuals 
and  their  feelings,  or  about  happiness,  or  even  about  money.  For 
them,  the  only  aim  of  power  is  power  itself,  and  they  hold  power 
by  making  people  suffer. 

'If  you  want  a  picture  of  the  future,  Winston,'  a  Party  official 
says  to  him,  'imagine  a  boot  stamping  on  a  human  face  —  for 
ever.' 

Power  can  be  used  to  change  the  reality  that  we  thought  we  knew. 
In  1984,  the  state  has  three  main  ways  of  doing  this.  Firstly,  it  robs 
people  of  their  natural  feelings.  Family  and  romantic  love  do  not 
exist  in  Oceania.  The  society  of  Oceania  demands  that  people 
should  change  their  feelings  into  a  love  of  Big  Brother  and  hate 
for  imagined  enemies.  During  the  'Two  Minutes  Hate',  people 
shout  and  scream  at  pictures  of  Big  Brother's  enemy,  Goldstein, 
and  a  hated  Eurasian  soldier.  Even  Winston  —  who  appears  to 
share  the  Party's  beliefs  but  secretly  has  his  own  opinions  —  cannot 
stop  himself  shouting  with  the  rest. 

Secondly,  the  state  changes  history.  In  1984,  Winston  Smith's 
job  is  to  rewrite  history.  Oceania  is  always  at  war  with  another 
big  country  —  sometimes  Eastasia,  sometimes  Eurasia.  Bombs  are 
always  falling,  and  the  people  are  always  frightened.  Suddenly,  the 
enemy  changes,  but  the  people  of  Oceania  are  never  told.  Instead, 
history  is  changed,  and  they  believe  that  the  new  enemy  has 
always  been  their  enemy.  At  work,  Winston  has  to  change  all  the 
old  newspapers  so  no  one  can  ever  discover  the  truth.  In  this  way, 
the  Party  can  keep  control  over  people's  minds.  If  people  never 
know  the  truth  about  the  past,  how  can  they  ever  discover  the 


lies  about  the  present? 

A  third  way  of  controlling  people's  minds  is  through  language. 
One  of  the  central  messages  in  1984  is  the  importance  of 
language  in  human  thought.  Language  shapes  and  limits  our 
ideas.  If  the  state  could  control  our  language,  it  could  also  control 
our  thoughts.  It  would  become  impossible  for  people  to  disobey 
commands  or  to  have  their  own  ideas.  There  would  be  no  words 
with  which  to  think  them!  In  1984,  a  new  language, 'Newspeak', 
is  being  invented.  It  will  eventually  take  the  place  of  English  and 
will  take  away  people's  ability  to  think  for  themselves.  In  this  way, 
the  state  will  have  total  control  over  people's  thoughts.  Nobody 
will  ever  question  the  Party's  power. 

Many  of  Orwell's  'Newspeak'  words  and  ideas  have  passed 
into  everyday  language;  for  example,  unperson  and  doublethink  (the 
ability  to  accept  two  opposite  beliefs  at  the  same  time).  There 
are  even  popular  television  programmes  called  'Big  Brother'  and 
'Room  101'. 

The  Party  believes  that  Winston,  an  unbeliever,  must  be  mad.  To 
Winston,  the  Party  is  mad.  How  can  anyone  say  —  and  believe 
-  that  two  and  two  make  five?  When  a  man  disappears,  how  can 
his  colleagues  say  -  and  believe  -  that  he  never  existed? 

Winston  thinks  a  lot  about  the  reality  ofhis  present,  and  tries 
to  remember  the  reality  ofhis  past.  But  what  is  reality?  What  is 
truth?  Who  decides?  The  individual  or  the  Thought  Police?  1984 
shows  us  that  there  can  be  no  freedom  unless  ideas  and  beliefs 
can  be  questioned.  Without  individual  freedom,  reality  belongs 
to  the  people  with  the  power.  This  message  is  as  important  to  us 
today  as  it  was  when  it  was  first  written  almost  sixty  years  ago. 

George  Orwell  (whose  real  name  was  Eric  Blair)  was  born  in 
India  in  1903.  After  school  at  Eton,  England,  he  moved  to  B  urma, 
where  he  joined  the  British  police  for  five  years.  He  eventually  left 


because  he  was  unhappy  about  the  British  treatment  ofBurmese 
people.  After  doing  different  jobs  in  France,  he  returned  to 
England,  where  he  opened  a  village  shop.  Soon,  he  began  writing 
for  magazines.  His  first  book,  Down  and  Out  in  Paris  and  London 
(1933),  describes  his  experiences  as  a  poor  writer.  This  book 
was  followed  by  three  works  of  fiction,  Burmese  Days  (1934),  A 
Clergyman's  Daughter  (1935)  and  Keep  the  Aspidistra  Flying  (1936). 
In  1936,  Orwell  was  asked  to  write  about  unemployment  in  the 
north  of  England.  With  his  book  The  Road  to  Wigan  Pier,  Orwell 
became  one  ofBritain's  most  important  writers. 

In  December  1936,  Orwell  went  to  Spain  to  report  on  the  war 
in  Spain.  He  decided  to  become  a  soldier  in  the  government's 
international  army  fighting  against  Franco,  and  eventually  became 
an  officer.  In  May,  1937,  he  was  shot  in  the  neck.  As  a  result,  he 
was  unable  to  move  the  left  side  ofhis  body  and  he  lost  his  voice 
for  a  short  time.  After  leaving  Spain,  he  returned  to  England  and 
wrote  about  his  war  experiences  in  Homage  to  Catalonia  (1938). 
It  was  not  popular  because  it  criticized  British  newspapers  and 
politicians  for  telling  lies.  It  is  one  of  the  best  books  ever  written 
about  war,  but  it  sold  only  12,000  copies  in  the  first  twelve  years. 

During  World  War  II,  Orwell  worked  for  the  BBC  radio  service 
and  for  the  Observer  newspaper.  He  also  wrote  many  articles  for 
magazines,  which  include  some  ofhis  best  writing. 

Orwell's  last  two  books  are  his  most  famous.  Animal  Farm 
(1945)  is  a  story  about  animals,  but  it  really  criticizes  the  political 
situation  in  Russia  under  a  Communist  government.  Although 
a  lot  ofhis  old  friends,  who  admired  Russia,  hated  it,  it  became 
one  of  Britain's  most  popular  books. 

Then,  in  1948,  he  wrote  his  last  book,  1984.  The  book  had 
a  great  effect  on  people's  thinking  at  the  time.  And,  as  we  have 
seen,  it  still  makes  people  think  deeply  about  life,  power  and 
society  today. 
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IX 


PART  ONE  Thoughtcrime 


Chapter  1  Big  Brother  Is  Watching  You 

It  was  a  bright,  cold  day  in  April  and  the  clocks  were  striking 
thirteen.  Winston  Smith  hurried  home  to  Victory  Mansions  with 
his  head  down  to  escape  the  terrible  wind.  A  cloud  of  dust  blew 
inside  with  him,  and  the  hall  smelled  of  dust  and  yesterday's  food. 

At  the  end  of  the  hall,  a  poster  covered  one  wall.  It  showed  an 
enormous  face,  more  than  a  metre  wide:  the  face  of  a  handsome 
man  of  about  forty-five,  with  a  large,  black  moustache.  The  man's 
eyes  seemed  to  follow  Winston  as  he  moved.  Below  the  face  were 
the  words  BIG  BROTHER  IS  WATCHING  YOU. 

Winston  went  up  the  stairs.  He  did  not  even  try  the  lift.  It 
rarely  worked  and  at  the  moment  the  electricity  was  switched  off 
during  the  day  to  save  money  for  Hate  Week.  The  flat  was  on  the 
seventh  floor  and  Winston,  who  was  thirty-nine  and  had  a  bad 
knee,  went  slowly,  resting  several  times  on  the  way.  Winston  was  a 
small  man  and  looked  even  smaller  in  the  blue  overalls  of  the 
Party.  His  hair  was  fair  and  the  skin  on  his  face,  which  used  to  be 
pink,  was  red  and  rough  from  cheap  soap,  old  razor  blades  and 
the  cold  of  the  winter  that  had  just  ended. 

Inside  his  flat,  a  voice  was  reading  out  a  list  of  figures  for  last 
year's  production  of  iron.  The  voice  came  from  a  metal  square,  a 
telescreen,  in  the  right-hand  wall.  Winston  turned  it  down,  but 
there  was  no  way  of  turning  it  off  completely. 

He  moved  to  the  window.  Outside,  the  world  looked  cold. 
The  wind  blew  dust  and  bits  of  paper  around  in  the  street  and 
there  seemed  to  be  no  colour  in  anything,  except  in  the  posters 
that  were  everywhere.  The  face  with  the  black  moustache  looked 
down  from  every  comer.  There  was  one  on  the  house  opposite. 
BIG  BROTHER  IS  WATCHING  YOU,  it  said,  and  the  eyes 
looked  into  Winston's. 
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Behind  him  the  voice  from  the  telescreen  was  still  talking  about 
iron.  There  was  now  even  more  iron  in  Oceania  than  the  Ninth 
Three- Year  Plan  had  demanded.  The  telescreen  had  a  microphone, 
so  the  Thought  Police  could  listen  to  Winston  at  any  time  of  the 
day  or  night.  They  could  also  watch  him  through  the  telescreen. 
Nobody  knew  how  often  they  actually  did  that  but  everybody 
behaved  correctly  all  the  time  because  the  Thought  Police  might 
be  watching  and  listening. 

Winston  kept  his  back  to  the  telescreen.  It  was  safer  that  way  - 
they  couldn't  see  your  face.  He  looked  out  over  London,  the 
biggest  city  in  this  part  of  Oceania.  The  nineteenth-century 
houses  were  all  falling  down.  There  were  holes  in  the  streets 
where  the  bombs  had  fallen.  Had  it  always  been  like  this?  He 
tried  to  think  back  to  the  time  when  he  was  a  boy,  but  he  could 
remember  nothing. 

He  stared  at  the  Ministry  of  Truth,  where  he  worked.  It  was  an 
enormous  white  building,  three  hundred  metres  high.  You  could 
see  the  white  roof,  high  above  the  houses,  even  a  kilometre  away. 
From  Winston's  flat  it  was  just  possible  to  see  the  three  slogans  of 
the  Party  written  in  enormous  letters  on  the  side  of  the  building: 

WARIS  PEACE 

FREEDOM  IS  SLAVERY 

IGNORANCE  IS  STRENGTH 

The  Ministry  of  Truth  was  called  Minitrue  in  Newspeak,  the 
new  language  of  Oceania.  Minitrue,  it  was  said,  had  more  than 
three  thousand  rooms  above  the  ground  and  a  similar  number 
below.  The  people  there  worked  mainly  on  news  and 
entertainment.  High  above  the  surrounding  buildings,  Winston 
could  also  see  the  Ministry  ofPeace,  where  they  worked  on  war. 
It  was  called  Minipax  in  Newspeak.  And  the  Ministry  of  Plenty  — 
Miniplenty  —  which  was  responsible  for  the  economy.  And  he 
could  see  the  Ministry  of  Love  —  Miniluv  —  which  was  responsible 
for  law  and  order. 


The  Ministry  of  Love  was  the  really  frightening  one.  There 
were  no  windows  in  it.  Nobody  could  get  anywhere  near  it 
unless  they  had  business  there.  There  were  guards  with  guns  in 
black  uniforms  even  in  the  streets  half  a  kilometre  away. 

Winston  turned  round  quickly.  He  smiled.  It  was  a  good  idea 
to  look  happy  when  you  were  facing  the  telescreen.  He  went  to  his 
small  kitchen.  He  had  not  had  lunch  in  the  canteen  before  he  left 
work,  but  there  was  no  food  there  except  a  piece  of  dark,  hard 
bread  for  tomorrow's  breakfast.  He  poured  himself  a  cup  of 
colourless,  oily  gin  and  drank  it  down  like  medicine.  It  burned 
him  inside,  but  he  felt  more  cheerful  afterwards. 

He  went  back  to  the  living  room  and  sat  down  at  a  small  table 
to  the  left  of  the  telescreen.  It  was  the  only  place  in  the  room 
where  the  telescreen  could  not  see  him.  From  a  drawer  in  the  table 
he  took  out  a  pen  and  a  big  diary  with  beautiful  cream  paper, 
which  he  had  bought  in  an  old-fashioned  shop  in  a  poor  part  of 
the  town.  Party  members  like  Winston  were  not  allowed  to  go 
into  ordinary  shops,  but  many  of  them  did.  It  was  the  only  way  to 
get  things  like  razor  blades. 

Winston  opened  the  diary.  This  was  not  illegal.  Nothing  was 
illegal,  as  there  were  no  laws  now.  But  if  the  diary  was  found  they 
would  punish  him  with  death  or  with  twenty-five  years  in  a 
prison  camp.  He  took  the  pen  in  his  hand,  then  stopped.  He  felt 
sick.  It  was  a  decisive  act  to  start  writing. 

• 

Earlier  that  morning,  a  terrible  noise  from  the  big  telescreen  at  the 
Ministry  of  Truth  had  called  all  the  workers  to  the  centre  of  the 
hall  for  the  Two  Minutes  Hate.  The  face  of  Emmanuel  Goldstein, 
Enemy  of  the  People,  filled  the  telescreen.  It  was  a  thin,  clever  face, 
with  its  white  hair  and  small  beard,  but  there  was  something 
unpleasant  about  it.  Goldstein  began  to  speak  in  his  sheep-like 
voice:  criticising  the  Party,  making  nasty  attacks  on  Big  Brother, 
demanding  peace  with  Eurasia. 
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In  the  past  (nobody  knew  exactly  when)  Goldstein  had  been 
almost  as  important  in  the  Party  as  Big  Brother  himself,  but  then 
he  had  worked  against  the  Party.  Before  he  could  be  punished 
with  death,  he  had  escaped  —  nobody  knew  how,  exactly. 
Somewhere  he  was  still  alive,  and  all  crimes  against  the  Party 
came  from  his  teaching. 

Behind  Goldstein's  face  on  the  telescreen  were  thousands  of 
Eurasian  soldiers.  Oceania  was  always  at  war  with  either  Eurasia 
or  Eastasia.  That  changed,  but  the  hate  for  Goldstein  never  did. 
The  Thought  Police  found  his  spies  every  day.  They  were  called 
'the  Brotherhood',  people  said,  although  Winston  sometimes 
asked  himself  if  the  Brotherhood  really  existed.  Goldstein  had 
also  written  a  book,  a  terrible  book,  a  book  against  the  Party.  It 
had  no  title;  it  wasjust  known  as  the  book. 

As  Goldstein's  face  filled  the  telescreen  and  Eurasian  soldiers 
marched  behind  him,  the  Hate  grew.  People  jumped  up  and 
down,  shouting  and  screaming  so  they  could  not  hear  Goldstein's 
voice.  Winston  was  shouting  too;  it  was  impossible  not  to.  A  girl 
behind  him,  with  thick,  dark  hair  was  screaming  'Pig!  Pig!'  at 
Goldstein,  and  suddenly  she  picked  up  a  heavy  Newspeak 
dictionary  and  threw  it  at  the  telescreen.  It  hit  Goldstein  on  the 
nose  and  fell  to  the  floor. 

Winston  had  often  seen  this  girl  at  the  Ministry  but  he  had 
never  spoken  to  her.  He  did  not  know  her  name,  but  he  knew 
she  worked  in  the  Fiction  Department.  He  had  seen  her  with 
tools  so  he  guessed  she  was  a  mechanic  on  the  story-writing 
machines.  She  was  a  confident-looking  girl  of  about  twenty- 
seven,  and  she  walked  quickly.  She  wore  the  narrow  red  belt  of 
the  Young  People's  League  tied  tightly  round  her  overalls. 

Winston  had  disliked  her  from  the  first  moment  he  saw  her. 
He  disliked  nearly  all  women,  especially  young  and  pretty  ones. 
The  young  women  were  always  most  loyal  to  the  Party  and  were 
happiest  to  spy  on  others.  But  this  girl  was  especially  dangerous. 


A  girl  behind  him,  with  thick,  dark  hair  was  screaming 
'Pig!  Pig! '  at  Goldstein. 
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he  thought.  Once,  when  he  had  seen  her  in  the  canteen,  she  had 
looked  at  him  in  a  way  thatfilled  him  with  black  terror.  He  even 
thought  she  might  be  working  for  the  Thought  Police.  As  the 
screaming  at  Goldstein  increased,  Winston's  dislike  of  the  girl 
turned  to  hate.  He  hated  her  because  she  was  young  and  pretty. 

Suddenly  he  noticed  someone  else,  sitting  near  the  girl, 
wearing  the  black  overalls  of  an  Inner  Party  member.  O'Brien 
was  a  large  man  with  a  thick  neck  and  glasses.  Although  he 
looked  frightening,  Winston  was  interested  in  him.  There  was 
sometimes  an  intelligence  in  his  face  that  suggested  -  perhaps  - 
that  he  might  question  the  official  Party  beliefs. 

Winston  had  seen  O'Brien  about  twelve  times  in  almost  as 
many  years.  Years  ago  he  had  dreamed  about  O'Brien.  He  was  in 
a  dark  room  and  O'Brien  had  said  to  him.  We  shall  meet  in  the 
place  where  there  is  no  dark.  'Winston  did  not  know  what  that 
meant,  but  he  was  sure  it  would  happen,  one  day. 

The  Hate  increased.  The  screaming  increased.  The  voice  and 
face  of  Goldstein  became  the  voice  and  face  of  a  real  sheep.  Then 
the  sheep-face  became  a  Eurasian  soldier,  walking  towards  them 
with  his  gun,  so  close  that  some  people  shut  their  eyes  for  a 
second  and  moved  back  in  their  seats.  But  at  the  same  moment 
the  soldier  became  the  face  of  Big  Brother,  black-haired, 
moustached,  filling  the  telescreen.  Nobody  could  hear  what  Big 
Brother  said,  but  it  was  enough  that  he  was  speaking  to  them. 
Then  the  face  of  Big  Brother  disappeared  from  the  telescreen  and 
the  Party  slogans  came  up  instead: 

WARIS  PEACE 

FREEDOM  IS  SLAVERY 

IGNORANCE  IS  STRENGTH 

Then  everybody  started  shouting  ' B  - B  !  B-B  !'  again  and  again, 
slowly,  with  a  long  pause  between  the  first  B  and  the  second.  Of 
course  Winston  shouted  too  -  you  had  to.  But  there  was  a  second 


when  the  look  on  his  face  showed  what  he  was  thinking.  And  at 
that  exact  moment  his  eyes  met  O'Brien's. 

O'Brien  was  pushing  his  glasses  up  his  nose.  But  Winston 
knew  -  yes  he  knew  -  that  O'Brien  was  thinking  the  same  thing 
as  he  was.  'I  am  with  you,'  O'Brien  seemed  to  say  to  him.  'I  hate 
all  this  too.' And  then  the  moment  of  intelligence  was  gone  and 
O'Brien's  face  looked  like  everybody  else's. 

• 

Winston  wrote  the  date  in  his  diary:  April  4th  1984.  Then  he 
stopped.  He  did  not  know  definitely  that  this  was  1984.  He  was 
thirty-nine,  he  believed  -  he  had  been  born  in  1944  or  1945.  But 
nobody  could  be  sure  of  dates,  not  really. 

Who  am  I  writing  this  diary  for?'  he  asked  himself  suddenly. 
For  the  future,  for  the  unborn.  But  if  the  future  was  like  the 
present,  it  would  not  listen  to  him.  And  if  it  was  different,  his 
situation  would  be  meaningless. 

The  telescreen  was  playing  marching  music.  What  had  he 
intended  to  say?  Winston  stared  at  the  page,  then  began  to  write: 
Freedom  is  the  freedom  to  say  that  two  and  two  make  four.  If  you  have 
that,  everything  else  follows  ...  He  stopped.  Should  he  go  on?  If  he 
wrote  more  or  did  not  write  more,  the  result  would  be  the  same. 
The  Thought  Police  would  get  him.  Even  before  he  wrote 
anything,  his  crime  was  clear.  Thoughtcrime,  they  called  it. 

It  was  always  at  night  -  the  rough  hand  on  your  shoulder,  the 
lights  in  your  face.  People  just  disappeared,  always  during  the 
night.  And  then  your  name  disappeared,  your  existence  was 
denied  and  then  forgotten.  You  were,  in  Newspeak,  vaporized. 
Suddenly  he  wanted  to  scream.  He  started  writing,  fast: 

DOWN  WITH  BIG  BROTHER 
DOWN  WITH  BIG  BROTHER 
DOWN  WITH  BIG  BROTHER 
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There  was  a  knock  on  the  door.  Already!  He  sat  as  quietly  as  a 
mouse,  hoping  that  they  would  go  away.  But  no,  there  was 
another  knock.  He  could  not  delay  -  that  would  be  the  worst 
thing  he  could  do.  His  heart  was  racing  but  even  now  his  face, 
from  habit,  probably  showed  nothing. 

He  got  up  and  walked  heavily  towards  the  door. 

Chapter  2  The  Spies 

As  he  opened  the  door,  Winston  saw  that  he  had  left  the  diary 
open  on  the  table.  DOWN  WITH  BIG  BROTHER  was  written 
in  it,  in  letters  you  could  almost  read  across  the  room. 

But  everything  was  all  right.  A  small,  sad-looking  woman  was 
standing  outside. 

'Oh,  Comrade  Smith,'  she  said,  in  a  dull  little  voice,  'do  you 
think  you  could  come  across  and  help  me  with  our  kitchen  sink? 
The  water  isn't  running  away  and  ...' 

It  was  Mrs  Parsons,  his  neighbour.  She  was  about  thirty  but 
looked  much  older.  Winston  followed  her  into  her  flat.  These 
repairs  happened  almost  daily.  The  Victory  Mansions  flats  were 
old,  built  in  about  1930,  and  they  were  falling  to  pieces.  Unless 
you  did  the  repairs  yourself,  the  Party  had  to  agree  to  them.  It 
could  take  two  years  to  get  new  glass  in  a  window. 

'Tom  isn't  home,'  Mrs  Parsons  explained. 

The  Parsons'  flat  was  bigger  than  Winston's  and  unattractive  in 
a  different  way.  Everything  was  broken.  There  were  sports  clothes 
and  sports  equipment  all  over  the  floor,  and  dirty  dishes  on  the 
table.  On  the  walls  were  the  red  flags  of  the  Young  People's 
League  and  the  Spies  and  a  full-sized  poster  of  Big  Brother.  There 
was  the  usual  smell  of  old  food,  but  also  the  smell  of  old  sweat.  In 
another  room  someone  was  singing  with  the  marching  music 
that  was  still  coming  from  the  telescreen. 


'It's  the  children,'  said  Mrs  Parsons,  looking  in  fear  at  the  door  to 
the  other  room.  'They  haven't  been  out  today  and  of  course  .  .  .' 
She  often  stopped  without  finishing  her  sentences. 

In  the  kitchen,  the  sink  was  full  of  dirty  green  water. 

'Of  course  if  Tom  was  home  ...'  Mrs  Parsons  started. 

Tom  Parsons  worked  with  Winston  at  the  Ministry  of  Truth. 
He  was  a  fat  but  active  man  who  was  unbelievably  stupid  and 
endlessly  enthusiastic.  He  was  a  follower  with  no  mind  of  his 
own  -  the  type  that  the  Party  needed  even  more  than  they 
needed  the  Thought  Police. 

At  thirty-five  Tom  Parsons  had  onlyjust  been  thrown  out  of 
the  Young  People's  League,  although  he  had  wanted  to  stay. 
Before  that  he  had  continued  in  the  Spies  for  a  year  beyond  the 
official  age.  At  the  Ministry  he  had  a  job  which  needed  no 
intelligence,  but  he  worked  for  the  Party  every  evening, 
organizing  walks  and  other  activities.  The  smell  of  his  sweat  filled 
every  room  he  was  in  and  stayed  there  after  he  had  gone. 

Winston  repaired  the  sink,  taking  out  the  unpleasant  knot  of 
hair  that  was  stopping  the  water  running  away.  He  washed  his 
hands  and  went  back  to  the  other  room. 

'Put  your  hands  up!'  shouted  a  voice. 

A  big,  handsome  boy  of  nine  was  pointing  a  toy  gun  at  him. 
His  small  sister,  about  two  years  younger,  pointed  a  piece  of 
wood.  Both  were  dressed  in  the  blue,  grey  and  red  uniforms  of 
the  Spies.  Winston  put  his  hands  up.  The  look  of  hate  on  the 
boy's  face  made  him  feel  that  it  was  not  quite  a  game. 

'You're  a  Eurasian  spy!'  screamed  the  boy.  ’You're  a 
thoughtcriminaUl'U  shoot  you,  I'll  vaporize  you!' 

Suddenly  they  were  both  running  round  him,  shouting  'Spy! 
Thoughtcriminal!'  The  little  girl  did  everything  seconds  after  her 
older  brother  did  it.  It  was  frightening,  like  the  games  of  young, 
dangerous  wild  animals  that  will  soon  be  man-eaters.  Winston 
could  see  that  the  boy  really  wanted  to  hit  or  kick  him,  and  was 
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nearly  big  enough  to  do  so.  He  was  glad  that  the  gun  in  the  boy's 
hand  was  only  a  toy. 

'They  wanted  to  see  the  Eurasian  prisoners  hang.  But  I'm  too 
busy  to  take  them  and  Tom's  at  .  .  .' 

'We  want  to  see  them  hang!'  shouted  the  boy,  and  then  the  girl 
started  shouting  it  too. 

Some  Eurasian  prisoners,  guilty  of  war  crimes  against 
Oceania,  were  going  to  hang  slowly  in  the  park  that  evening. 
This  happened  every  month  or  two  and  was  a  popular  evening's 
entertainment.  Children  were  often  taken  to  see  it. 

Winston  said  goodbye  to  Mrs  Parsons  and  walked  towards  the 
door.  He  heard  a  loud  noise  as  a  bomb  fell.  About  twenty  or 
thirty  of  them  were  falling  on  London  each  week.  Then  he  felt  a 
terrible  pain  in  the  back  of  his  neck.  He  turned  and  saw  Mrs 
Parsons  trying  to  take  some  sharp  stones  from  her  son’s  hand. 

'Goldstein!'  screamed  the  boy. 

But  Winston  was  most  shocked  by  the  look  of  helpless  terror 
on  Mrs  Parsons'  grey  face. 

Chapter  3  The  Ministry  of  Truth 

Winston  pulled  the  speakwrite  towards  him  and  put  on  his  glasses. 
To  the  right  of  the  speakwrite  there  was  a  small  hole,  to  the  left  a 
larger  one.  In  the  office  wall  there  was  a  third  hole,  larger  than 
the  other  two. 

Messages  came  to  Winston's  office  through  the  smallest  hole. 
Newspapers  came  to  him  through  the  middle  hole.  The  largest 
hole  was  for  waste  paper;  hot  air  carried  that  away.  These  large 
holes  were  called  'memory  holes',  for  some  reason. 

Today  four  messages  had  come  through  the  smallest  hole, 
onto  his  desk.  The  messages  were  about  changes  to  the  Times 
newspaper.  For  example,  in  Big  Brother's  speech  in  the  Times  of 


17  March,  he  had  said  that  South  India  was  safe.  The  Eurasians 
would  attack  North  Africa. 

This  had  not  happened.  The  Eurasians  had  attacked  South 
India,  not  North  Africa.  Winston  had  to  re-write  part  of  Big 
Brother's  speech  so  you  could  read  in  the  Times  for  17  March 
that  Big  Brother  had  known  about  the  attack  before  it  happened. 

When  Winston  had  finished,  his  changes  to  the  Times  went 
with  the  newspaper  down  the  middle  hole.  A  new  edition  would 
soon  appear,  with  his  changes.  Every  copy  of  the  old  edition 
would  disappear.  Destroyed.  The  message  to  Winston  with  the 
changes  would  disappear  down  the  memory  hole,  to  be  burned. 

Every  day  newspapers,  magazines,  photographs,  films,  posters 
and  books  were  all  changed.  The  past  was  changed.  The  Party  was 
always  right.  The  Party  had  always  been  right.  The  Records 
Department,  where  they  destroyed  all  the  old  copies  of 
everything,  was  the  largest  department  in  the  Ministry  of  Truth, 
but  there  was  no  truth.  The  new  copies  were  not  true  and  the  old 
copies  had  not  been  true  either. 

For  example,  the  Ministry  of  Plenty  had  said  they  would  make 
145  million  pairs  of  boots  last  year.  Sixty-two  million  pairs  were 
made.  Winston  changed  145  million  to  57  million.  So  the  Party 
had  made  five  million  more  boots  last  year  than  they  expected  to. 
But  it  was  possible  that  no  boots  at  all  were  made  last  year.  And  it 
was  possible  that  nobody  knew  or  cared  how  many  boots  were 
made.  You  could  read  in  the  newspapers  that  five  million  extra 
pairs  of  boots  had  been  made  and  you  could  see  that  half  the 
people  in  Oceania  had  no  boots. 

Winston  looked  around  the  office.  A  woman  with  fair  hair 
spent  all  day  looking  for  the  names  of  people  who  had  been 
vaporized.  Each  of  them  was,  in  Newspeak,  an  unperson.  She  took 
their  names  out  of  every  newspaper,  book,  letter...  Her  own 
husband  had  been  vaporized  last  year.  She  took  his  name  out  too. 


10 


11 


People  disappeared  from  the  newspapers  when  they  were 
vaporized  and  they  could  also  appear  in  the  newspapers  when 
they  did  not  exist. 

Winston  remembered  Mr  Ogilvy.  He  had  appeared  in  the 
newspapers  because  he  had  led  the  sort  of  life  the  Party  wanted. 
Ogilvy  hadjoined  the  Spies  at  the  age  of  six.  At  eleven  he  told 
the  Thought  Police  that  his  uncle  was  a  criminal.  At  seventeen  he 
had  been  an  organizer  in  the  Young  People's  League.  At  nineteen 
he  had  invented  a  new  bomb  which  had  killed  thirty-one 
Eurasians  when  it  was  first  tried.  At  twenty-three,  Ogilvy  had 
died  like  a  hero,  fighting  the  Eurasians.  There  were  photographs 
of  Ogilvy,  but  there  had  been  no  Ogilvy.  Not  really.  The 
photographs  were  made  at  the  Ministry  of  Truth.  Ogilvy  was 
part  of  a  past  that  never  happened. 

Anything  could  be  changed.  A  dreamy  man  with  hairy  ears 
called  Ampleforth  re-wrote  old  poems  until  they  supported 
everything  the  Party  believed  in. 

But  all  this  work,  all  these  changes,  were  not  the  main  work  of 
the  Ministry  ofTruth.  Most  workers  in  the  Ministry  were  busy 
writing  everything  that  the  people  of  Oceania  read  or  saw:  all  the 
newspapers,  films,  plays,  poems,  school  books,  telescreen  programmes 
and  songs,  the  Newspeak  dictionaries  and  children's  spelling  books. 

After  his  morning's  work,  Winston  went  to  the  canteen.  It  was 
full,  very  noisy  and  smelled  of  cheap  food  and  the  gin  that  was 
sold  from  a  hole  in  the  wall. 

'Ah,  I  was  looking  for  you,'  said  a  voice  behind  Winston. 

It  was  Syme,  his  friend  from  the  Dictionary  Department. 
Perhaps  'friend'  was  not  exactly  the  right  word.  You  did  not  have 
friends  these  days,  you  had  comrades.  But  some  comrades  were 
more  interesting  than  others. 

Syme  was  working  on  the  eleventh  edition  of  the  Newspeak 
Dictionary.  He  was  a  small  man,  even  smaller  than  Winston, 
with  dark  hair  and  large  eyes.  These  eyes  were  sad  but  they 


seemed  to  laugh  at  you  and  to  search  your  face  closely  when  he 
talked  to  you. 

'Have  you  got  any  razor  blades?'  asked  Syme. 

'None,'  said  Winston  quickly,  perhaps  too  quickly.  T've  looked 
for  them  everywhere.'  Everyone  was  asking  for  razor  blades. 
There  had  been  none  in  the  Party  shops  for  months.  There  was 
always  something  which  the  Party  could  not  make  enough  of. 
Sometimes  it  was  buttons,  sometimes  it  was  wool;  now  it  was 
razor  blades.  'I've  been  using  the  same  blade  for  six  weeks,'  he 
lied.  He  actually  had  two  new  ones  at  home. 

The  people  waiting  for  food  and  gin  moved  forward,  slowly. 
Winston  and  Syme  took  dirty  plates  from  the  pile. 

'Did  you  go  to  the  park  yesterday?'  asked  Syme.  'All  the 
Eurasian  prisoners  were  hanged.' 

'I  was  working,'  said  Winston.  'I'll  see  it  at  the  cinema.' 

'That's  not  as  good,'  said  Syme.  His  eyes  looked  hard  at 
Winston's  face.  'I  know  you,'  they  seemed  to  say.  'I  know  why  you 
didn't  go  to  see  the  prisoners  die.' 

Syme  was  an  enthusiastic  supporter  of  the  Party's  decisions 
about  war,  prisoners,  thoughtcrime,  the  deaths  in  the  underground 
rooms  below  the  Ministry  of  Love.  Winston  always  tried  to  move 
conversation  with  him  away  from  all  that.  Syme  knew  a  lot  about 
Newspeak  and  when  he  talked  about  language  he  was  interesting. 

'The  prisoners  kicked  when  they  were  hanged,'  said  Syme.  'I 
always  like  that.  It  spoils  it  when  their  legs  are  tied  together.  And 
one  of  them  had  his  tongue  hanging  right  out  of  his  mouth.  It 
was  quite  a  bright  blue.  I  like  that  kind  of  detail.' 

'Next,  please,'  called  the  prole  who  was  giving  out  the  food, 
and  Winston  and  Syme  gave  her  their  plates.  She  put  some  grey 
meat  on  each  one.  There  was  also  some  bread,  a  small  piece  of 
cheese  and  a  cup  of  sugarless  black  coffee. 

'There's  a  table  there,  under  that  telescreen,'  said  Syme.  'Let's  get 
a  gin  and  sit  there,' 
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The  gin  was  poured  for  them  into  big  cups  and  they  walked 
through  the  crowded  canteen  to  a  metal  table.  There  were  some 
pieces  of  meat  on  the  table  from  the  last  person's  meal. 

They  ate  in  silence.  Winston  drank  down  his  gin,  which 
brought  tears  to  his  eyes. 

'How's  the  Dictionary?'  he  said,  speaking  loudly  because  of 
the  noise. 

'I'm  on  the  adjectives,'  said  Syme.  'It's  wonderful  work.'  His 
eyes  shone.  He  pushed  his  plate  away,  took  his  bread  in  one  pale 
hand  and  his  cheese  in  the  other,  and  put  his  mouth  near 
Winston's  ear  so  he  did  not  have  to  shout.  'The  eleventh  edition 
is  the  final  one,'  he  said.  'We're  building  a  new  language.  When 
we've  finished,  people  like  you  will  have  to  learn  to  speak  again. 
You  think  the  main  job  is  inventing  new  words,  don't  you? 
Wrong!  We're  destroying  words  —  lots  of  them,  hundreds  of 
them,  every  day.  We're  only  leaving  the  really  necessary  ones,  and 
they'll  stay  in  use  for  a  long  time.' 

He  ate  his  bread  hungrily.  His  thin,  dark  face  had  come  alive 
and  his  eyes  were  shining  like  the  eyes  of  a  man  in  love.  'It's  a 
beautiful  thing  to  destroy  words,'  he  said.  'For  example,  a  word 
like  "good".  Ifyou  have  "good"  in  the  language,  you  don't  need 
"bad". You  can  say  "ungood".' 

Winston  smiled.  It  was  safer  not  to  say  anything. 

Syme  continued.  'Do  you  understand?  The  aim  ofNewspeak 
is  to  narrow  thought.  In  the  end  we  will  make  thoughtcrime 
impossible,  because  people  won't  have  the  words  to  think  the 
crime.  By  the  year  2050  there  will  be  nobody  alive  who  could 
even  understand  this  conversation.' 

'Except  .  .  .'Winston  began  and  then  stopped.  He  wanted  to 
say,  'Except  the  proles'  But  he  was  not  sure  if  the  Party  would 
accept  the  thought. 

Syme  had  guessed  what  he  was  going  to  say.  'The proles  are  not 
really  people,'  he  said.  'By  2050  -  earlier,  probably  -  you  won't 


need  a  slogan  like  "freedom  is  slavery".  The  word  "freedom" 
won't  exist,  so  the  whole  idea  of  freedom  won't  exist  either. 
The  good  Party  member  won't  have  ideas.  If  you're  a  good  Party 
member,  you  won't  need  to  think.' 

One  of  these  days,  thought  Winston,  Syme  will  be  vaporized. 
He  is  too  intelligent.  He  sees  too  clearly  and  speaks  too  openly. 
He  goes  to  the  Chestnut  Tree  Cafe,  where  the  painters  and 
musicians  go  and  where  Goldstein  himself  used  to  go.  The  Party 
does  not  like  people  like  that.  One  day  he  will  disappear.  It  is 
written  in  his  face. 

Syme  looked  up.  'Here  comes  Parsons,'  he  said.  You  could  hear 
his  opinion  of  Parsons  in  his  voice.  He  thought  Parsons  was  a  fool. 

Winston's  neighbour  from  Victory  Mansions  was  coming 
towards  them.  He  was  a  fat,  middle-sized  man  with  fair  hair  and 
an  ugly  face.  He  looked  like  a  little  boy  in  a  man's  clothes. 
Winston  imagined  him  wearing  not  his  blue  Party  overalls  but 
the  uniform  of  the  Spies. 

Parsons  shouted  'Hello,  hello'  happily  and  sat  down  at  the 
table.  He  smelled  of  sweat.  Syme  took  a  piece  of  paper  from  his 
pocket  with  a  list  of  words  on  it  and  studied  the  words  with  an 
ink-pencil  between  his  fingers. 

'Look  at  him,  working  in  the  lunch  hour!'  said  Parsons.  'What 
have  you  got  there,  old  boy?  Something  a  bit  too  clever  for  me,  I 
expect.  Smith,  old  boy.  I'll  tell  you  why  I'm  chasing  you.  It's  the 
money  you  forgot  to  give  me.' 

'What  money?'  said  Winston,  feeling  for  money  in  his  pocket. 
About  a  quarter  of  your  earnings  were  paid  back  to  the  Party  in 
different  ways. 

'The  money  for  Hate  Week.  You  know  I  collect  the  money  for 
Victory  Mansions,  and  we're  going  to  have  the  best  flags  around. 
Two  dollars  you  promised  me.' 

Winston  found  two  dirty  dollar  notes  and  gave  them  to 
Parsons.  Parsons  wrote  'Two  dollars'  very  carefully  in  small  clear 
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letters  next  to  Winston's  name  in  a  little  notebook.  It  was  clear 
that  he  rarely  read  or  wrote. 

'Oh,  Smith,  old  boy,'  he  said.  'I  hear  that  son  of  mine  threw 
stones  at  you  yesterday.  I  talked  to  him  about  it.  He  won't  do  it 
again,  believe  me.' 

'I  think  he  was  angry  because  he  couldn't  see  the  Eurasian 
prisoners  hang,'  said  Winston. 

'Yes!  Well,  that  shows  what  good  children  they  are,  doesn't  it? 
Both  ofthem.  They  only  think  about  the  Spies  —  and  the  war,  of 
course.  Do  you  know  what  my  girl  did  last  week?  She  was  on  a 
walk  in  the  country  with  the  Spies  and  she  saw  a  strange  man. 
She  and  two  other  girls  followed  him  and  then  told  the  police 
about  him.' 

'What  did  they  do  that  for?'Winston  asked,  shocked. 

'They  thought  he  was  a  Eurasian  spy,'  said  Parsons.  'They 
noticed  his  shoes  were  different,'  he  added  proudly. 

Winston  looked  at  the  dirty  canteen,  looked  at  all  the  ugly 
people  in  their  ugly  overalls,  ate  the  terrible  food  and  listened  to 
the  telescreen.  A  voice  from  the  Ministry  of  Plenty  was  saying  that 
they  were  all  going  to  get  more  chocolate  —  twenty  grammes  a 
week.  Was  he  the  only  one  who  remembered  that  last  week  they 
got  thirty  grammes?  They  were  getting  less  chocolate,  not  more. 
But  Parsons  would  not  remember.  And  even  a  clever  man  like 
Syme  found  a  way  to  believe  it. 

Winston  came  out  of  his  sad  dream.  The  girl  with  dark  hair,  who 
he  remembered  from  the  Two  Minutes  Hate,  was  at  the  next  table. 
She  was  looking  at  him,  but  when  he  looked  back  at  her  she  looked 
away  again.  Winston  was  suddenly  afraid.  Why  was  she  watching 
him?  Was  she  following  him?  Perhaps  she  was  not  in  the  Thought 
Police,  but  Party  members  could  be  even  more  dangerous  as  spies. 
How  had  he  looked  when  the  telescreen  voice  told  them  about  the 
chocolate?  It  was  dangerous  to  look  disbelieving.  There  was  even  a 
word  for  it  in  N e  w spe ak :  facet: rime,  it  was  called. 


Winston  ate  the  terrible  food  and  listened  to  the  telescreen. 


The  girl  had  turned  her  back  to  him  again.  At  that  moment 
the  telescreen  told  them  all  to  return  to  work  and  the  three  men 
jumped  to  their  feet. 

Chapter  4  Ownlife 

Winston  sat  at  the  table  and  opened  his  diary.  He  thought  of  his 
parents.  He  was,  he  thought,  about  ten  or  eleven  years  old  when 
his  mother  disappeared.  She  was  a  tall,  silent  woman  with  lovely 
fair  hair.  He  could  not  remember  his  father  so  well.  He  was  dark 
and  thin  and  always  wore  dark  clothes.  They  had  both  been 
vaporized  in  the  1950s.  His  thoughts  moved  to  other  women  and 
he  started  writing  in  the  diary: 

It  was  three  years  ago.  It  was  on  a  dark  evening,  in  a  narrow  side- 
street  near  one  of  the  big  railway  stations.  She  had  a  young  face  with 
thick  make-up.  I  liked  the  make-up.  The  whiteness  and  the  bright  red 
lips.  No  woman  in  the  Party  wore  make-up.  There  was  nobody  else  in  the 
street  and  no  telescreens.  She  said  two  dollars.  I ..  . 

It  was  too  difficult  to  continue.  Winston  wanted  to  hit  his  head 
against  the  wall,  to  kick  the  table  over  and  throw  the  diary  through 
the  window  -  anything  to  stop  the  memory  of  that  night. 

It  was,  of  course,  illegal  to  pay  a  woman  for  sex.  But  the 
punishment  was  about  five  years  in  a  work  camp,  not  death.  The 
Party  knew  it  happened.  Some  prole  women  sold  themselves  for  a 
bottle  of  gin  and  the  Party  didn't  worry  much  about  that.  The  Party 
wanted  to  stop  love  and  pleasure  in  sex,  not  sex  itself.  A  request  to 
marry  would  be  refused  if  a  man  and  a  woman  found  each  other 
attractive.  Sex,  to  the  Party,  was  only  necessary  to  make  children. 

He  thought  of  Katherine,  his  wife.  Winston  had  been  married. 
He  was  probably  still  married;  if  his  wife  was  dead,  nobody  had 
told  him.  They  had  lived  together  for  about  fifteen  months,  nine, 
ten,  eleven  years  ago.  Katherine  was  a  tall,  fair-haired  girl  who 


moved  well.  She  had  an  interesting  face,  until  you  found  out  that 
there  was  almost  nothing  behind  it.  She  believed  everything  the 
Party  said.  She  had  sex  only  because  it  was  her  duty  to  try  and 
have  children.  When  no  children  came,  they  agreed  to  separate. 

Every  two  or  three  years  since  then,  Winston  had  found  a  prole 
woman  who  had  agreed  to  have  sex  for  money.  But  he  wanted 
his  own  woman.  He  finished  the  story  in  his  diary: 

When  I  saw  her  in  the  light  she  was  cjuite  an  old  woman.  She  had  no 
teeth  at  all.  But  I  had  sex  with  her. 

He  had  written  it  down  at  last,  but  it  did  not  help.  He  still 
wanted  to  shout  and  scream. 


He  had  walked  several  kilometres.  It  was  the  second  time  in  three 
weeks  that  he  had  missed  an  evening  at  the  Party  Members' 
Club.  This  was  not  a  good  idea;  your  attendance  at  the  Club  was 
carefully  checked.  A  Party  member  had  no  free  time  and  was 
never  alone  except  in  bed.  It  was  dangerous  to  do  anything  alone, 
even  go  for  a  walk.  There  was  a  word  for  it  in  Newspeak:  ownlife, 
it  was  called,  meaning  separation  from  everybody  else. 

He  was  walking  in  a  prole  area  near  a  building  that  had,  in  the 
past,  been  an  important  railway  station.  The  houses  were  small 
and  dirty  and  reminded  him  of  rat-holes.  There  were  hundreds  of 
people  in  the  streets:  pretty  young  girls,  young  men  chasing  the 
girls,  fat  old  women  -  the  pretty  girls  in  ten  years  time.  Dirty 
children  with  no  shoes  ran  through  the  mud. 

The  people  looked  at  him  strangely.  The  blue  overalls  of  the 
Party  were  an  unusual  sight  in  a  street  like  this.  It  was  unwise  to 
be  seen  in  such  places,  unless  you  had  a  definite  reason  to  be 
there.  The  Thought  Police  would  stop  you  if  they  saw  you. 

Suddenly  everybody  was  shouting  and  screaming  and  running 
back  into  their  rat-hole  houses.  A  man  in  a  black  suit  ran  past 
Winston  and  pointed  at  the  sky. 
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'Bomb,'  he  shouted.  'Up  there!  Bomb!' 

Winston  threw  himself  to  the  ground.  The  proles  were  usually 
right  when  they  warned  you  that  a  bomb  was  falling.  When  he 
stood  up,  he  was  covered  with  bits  of  glass  from  the  nearest 
window.  He  continued  walking.  The  bomb  had  destroyed  a 
group  ofhouses  two  hundred  metres  up  the  street  and  in  front  of 
him  he  saw  a  human  hand,  cut  off  at  the  wrist.  He  kicked  it  to 
the  side  of  the  road  and  turned  right,  away  from  the  crowd. 

He  was  in  a  narrow  street  with  a  few  dark  little  shops  among 
the  houses.  He  seemed  to  know  the  place.  Of  course!  He  was 
standing  outside  the  shop  where  he  had  bought  the  diary.  He  was 
afraid,  suddenly.  He  had  been  mad  to  buy  the  diary,  and  he  had 
promised  himself  he  would  never  come  near  this  place  again.  But 
he  noticed  that  the  shop  was  still  open,  although  it  was  nearly 
twenty-one  hours.  He  would  be  safer  inside  than  standing  there 
doing  nothing  outside,  so  he  went  in.  If  anyone  asked,  he  could 
say  he  was  trying  to  buy  a  razor  blade. 

The  owner  had  just  lit  a  hanging  oil  lamp  which  smelled 
unclean  but  friendly.  He  was  a  small,  gentle-looking  man  of 
about  sixty  with  a  long  nose  and  thick  glasses.  His  hair  was 
almost  white  but  the  rest  of  his  face  looked  surprisingly  young. 
He  looked  like  a  writer,  or  perhaps  a  musician.  His  voice  was  soft 
and  he  didn't  speak  like  a  prole. 

'I  recognized  you  when  you  were  outside,'  he  said  immediately. 
'You're  the  gentleman  who  bought  the  diary.  There's  beautiful 
paper  in  that  diary.  No  paper  like  that  has  been  made  for  -  oh.  I'd 
say  fifty  years.'  He  looked  at  Winston  over  the  top  of  his  glasses.  ’Is 
there  anything  special  I  can  do  for  you?  Or  did  you  just  want  to 
look  round?’ 

'I  was  .  .  .  er  .  .  .  passing,'  said  Winston.  'And  I  just  came  in.  I 
don't  want  to  buy  anything.' 

'Well,  that's  all  right,'  said  the  shop  owner,  'because  I  haven't 
got  much  to  sell  you.'  He  looked  round  the  shop  sadly.  'Don't  tell 


anyone  I  said  so,  but  it's  difficult  to  get  old  things  these  days.  And 
when  you  can  get  them  nobody  wants  them.  'The  old  man's  shop 
was  full  of  things,  but  they  were  all  cheap  and  dirty  and  useless. 
'There's  another  room  upstairs  that  you  could  look  at,'  he  said. 

Winston  followed  the  man  upstairs.  The  room  was  a  bedroom 
with  furniture  in  it.  There  was  a  bed  under  the  window,  taking 
nearly  a  quarter  of  the  room. 

'We  lived  here  for  thirty  years  until  my  wife  died,'  said  the  old 
man  sadly.  'I'm  selling  the  furniture,  slowly.  That's  a  beautiful  bed, 
but  perhaps  it  would  be  too  big  for  you?' 

Winston  thought  he  could  probably  rent  the  room  for  a  few 
dollars  a  week,  if  he  dared  to.  It  would  be  so  peaceful  to  live  as 
people  used  to  live  in  the  past,  with  no  voice  talking  to  you, 
nobody  watching  you  ... 

'There's  no  telescreen',  he  said. 

'Ah!'  said  the  old  man.  'I  never  had  one.  Too  expensive.' 

There  was  a  picture  on  the  wall.  It  showed  a  London  church 
that  used  to  be  famous,  in  the  days  when  churches  were  famous 
and  people  still  went  to  them.  Winston  did  not  buy  the  picture, 
but  he  stayed  in  the  room  talking  to  the  old  man  whose  name,  he 
discovered,  was  Charrington. 

Even  when  he  left  he  was  still  thinking  about  renting  the 
room.  But  then,  as  he  stepped  into  the  street,  his  heart  turned  to 
ice.  A  woman  in  blue  overalls  was  walking  towards  him,  not  ten 
metres  away.  It  was  the  girl  with  dark  hair,  the  one  in  the  Young 
People's  League.  The  girl  must  be  following  him.  Even  if  she  was 
not  in  the  Thought  Police,  she  must  be  a  spy. 

The  Thought  Police  would  come  for  him  one  night.  They 
always  came  at  night  and  they  always  caught  you.  And  before 
they  killed  you,  before  you  asked  them  on  your  knees  to  forgive 
you  for  your  thoughtcrime,  there  would  be  a  lot  of  pain. 
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PART  TWO  Acts  Against  the  Party 
Chapter  5  A  Political  Act 

Four  days  later  he  saw  the  girl  with  dark  hair  again.  He  was 
walking  to  the  toilets  at  the  Ministry  of  Truth  and  she  was 
coming  towards  him.  She  had  hurt  her  hand.  She  had  probably 
hurt  it  on  one  of  the  story-  writing  machines  —  it  was  a  common 
accident  in  that  department. 

The  girl  was  about  four  metres  away  when  she  fell  forwards. 
As  she  fell,  she  hit  her  hand  again  and  cried  out  in  pain.  Winston 
stopped.  The  girl  got  to  her  knees.  Her  face  had  turned  a  milky 
yellow  colour,  making  her  mouth  look  redder  than  ever.  She 
looked  at  him  and  her  face  seemed  to  show  more  fear  than  pain. 

Winston  felt  a  strange  mix  of  emotions.  In  front  of  him  was  an 
enemy  who  was  trying  to  kill  him:  in  front  of  him,  also,  was  a 
human  being,  in  pain  and  perhaps  with  a  broken  bone.  Already 
he  had  started  to  help  her.  He  felt  that  her  pain  was  in  some 
strange  way  his  own. 

'You're  hurt?'  he  said. 

'It's  nothing.  My  arm.  It'll  be  all  right  in  a  second.' 

He  helped  her  up. 

'It's  nothing,'  she  repeated.  'Thanks,  Comrade.' 

She  walked  away  quickly.  Winston  was  standing  in  front  of  a 
telescreen,  so  he  did  not  show  any  surprise  on  his  face,  although  it 
was  difficult  not  to.  As  he  had  helped  her  up,  she  had  put 
something  in  his  hand. 

It  was  a  piece  of  paper.  He  opened  it  carefully  in  his  hand  in 
the  toilet,  but  did  not  try  to  read  it.  You  could  be  certain  the 
telescreens  would  be  watching  in  the  toilets.  Back  in  his  office,  he 
put  the  piece  of  paper  down  on  his  desk  among  the  other  papers. 
A  few  minutes  later  he  pulled  it  towards  him,  with  the  nextjob 
he  had  to  do.  On  it,  in  large  letters,  was  written: 


/  love  you. 

For  the  rest  of  the  morning  it  was  very  difficult  to  work.  At 
lunchtime  in  the  canteen  the  fool  Parsons,  still  smelling  of  sweat, 
did  not  stop  talking  to  him  about  all  the  work  he  was  doing  for 
Hate  Week. 

He  saw  the  girl  at  the  other  end  of  the  canteen,  at  a  table  with 
two  other  girls,  but  she  did  not  look  in  his  direction.  In  the 
afternoon  he  looked  at  the  words  I  love  you  again  and  life  seemed 
better.  He  believed  her.  He  did  not  think  she  was  in  the  Thought 
Police,  not  now.  He  wanted  to  see  her  again.  How?  How  could 
he  arrange  a  meeting? 

It  was  a  week  before  he  saw  her  again,  in  the  canteen.  He  sat  at 
her  table  and  at  that  moment  saw  Ampleforth,  the  dreamy  man 
with  hairy  ears  who  re-wrote  poems.  Ampleforth  was  walking 
around  with  his  lunch,  looking  for  a  place  to  sit  down.  He  would 
certainly  sit  with  Winston  if  he  saw  him.  Winston  had  about  a 
minute  to  arrange  something  with  the  girl.  He  started  to  eat  the 
watery  soup  they  had  been  given  for  lunch. 

'What  time  do  you  leave  work?'  he  said  to  the  girl. 

'Eighteen-thirty' 

'Where  can  we  meet?' 

'Victory  Square,  near  the  picture  of  Big  Brother.' 

'It's  full  of  telescreens.' 

'It  doesn't  matter  if  there's  a  crowd.  But  don't  come  near  me 
until  you  see  me  among  a  lot  of  people.  And  don't  look  at  me. 
Just  follow  me.' 

'What  time?' 

'Nineteen  hours.' 

'All  right.' 

Ampleforth  did  not  see  Winston  and  sat  down  at  another 
table.  Winston  and  the  girl  did  not  speak  again  and  they  did  not 
look  at  each  another.  The  girl  finished  her  lunch  quickly  and  left, 
while  Winston  stayed  to  smoke  a  cigarette. 
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He  arrived  atVictory  Square  early.  Big  Brother's  picture  looked 
up  at  the  skies  where  he  had  beaten  the  Eurasian  aeroplanes  (or 
Eastasian  aeroplanes  —  it  had  been  a  few  years  ago)  in  the  Great 
Air  War. 

Five  minutes  after  the  time  they  had  arranged,  Winston  saw 
the  girl  near  Big  Brother's  picture,  but  it  was  not  safe  to  move 
closer  to  her  yet;  there  were  not  enough  people  around.  But 
suddenly  some  Eurasian  prisoners  were  brought  out  and 
everyone  started  running  across  the  park.  Winston  ran  too,  next 
to  the  girl,  lost  in  the  crowd. 

'Can  you  hear  me?'  she  said. 

'Yes.' 

'Are  you  working  this  Sunday  afternoon?' 

'No.' 

'Then  listen  carefully.  Go  ...' 

Like  a  general  in  the  army  she  told  him  exactly  where  to  go.  A 
half-hour  railway  journey;  turn  left  outside  the  station;  two 
kilometres  along  the  road;  a  gate;  a  path  across  a  field.  She  seemed 
to  have  a  map  inside  her  head. 

'Can  you  remember  all  that?'  she  said,  finally. 

'Yes.  What  time?' 

'About  fifteen  hours.  You  may  have  to  wait.  I'll  get  there  by 
another  way.' 

She  moved  away  from  him.  But  at  the  last  moment,  while  the 
crowd  was  still  around  them,  her  hand  touched  his  —  though  they 
did  not  dare  look  at  each  other. 


Winston  opened  the  gate  and  walked  along  the  path  across  the 
field.  The  air  was  soft  and  the  birds  sang. 

You  were  not  safer  in  the  country  than  in  London.  There  were 


Winston  saw  the  girl  near  Big  Brother's  picture. 
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no  telescreens  of  course,  but  there  were  microphones  and  the 
Thought  Police  often  waited  at  railway  stations.  But  the  girl  was 
clearly  experienced,  "which  made  him  feel  braver. 

He  had  no  watch  but  it  could  not  be  fifteen  hours  yet,  so  he 
started  to  pick  flowers.  A  hand  fell  lightly  on  his  shoulder.  He 
looked  up.  It  was  the  girl,  shaking  her  head  as  a  warning  to  stay 
silent.  She  walked  ahead  of  him  and  it  was  clear  to  Winston  that 
she  had  been  this  way  before.  He  followed,  carrying  his  flowers, 
feeling  that  he  was  not  good  enough  for  her. 

They  were  in  an  open  space  of  grass  between  tall  trees  when 
the  girl  stopped  and  turned.  'Here  we  are,'  she  said.  He  stood 
quite  close  to  her  but  did  not  dare  move  nearer.  'I  didn't  want  to 
say  anything  on  the  path  because  there  might  be  microphones 
there.  But  we're  all  right  here.' 

He  still  was  not  brave  enough  to  go  near  her.  'We're  all  right 
here?'  he  repeated  stupidly. 

'Yes,  look  at  the  trees.'  They  were  small  and  thin.  'There's 
nothing  big  enough  to  hide  a  microphone  in.  And  I've  been  here 
before.' 

He  had  managed  to  move  closer  to  her  now.  She  stood  in 
front  of  him  with  a  smile  on  her  face.  His  flowers  had  fallen  to 
the  ground.  He  took  her  hand. 

'Until  now  I  didn't  even  know  what  colour  your  eyes  were,' 
he  said.  They  were  brown,  light  brown.  And  now  you've  seen 
what  I'm  really  like,  can  you  even  look  at  me?' 

'Yes,  easily.' 

'I'm  thirty-nine  years  old.  I've  got  a  wife  that  I  can't  get  rid  of. 
I've  got  a  bad  knee.  I've  got  five  false  teeth.' 

'I  don't  care,'  said  the  girl. 

The  next  moment  she  was  in  his  arms  on  the  grass.  But  the 
truth  was  that  although  he  felt  proud,  he  also  felt  disbelief.  He 
had  no  physical  desire;  it  was  too  soon.  Her  beauty  frightened 
him.  Perhaps  he  wasjust  used  to  living  without  women  .  .  . 


The  girl  sat  up  and  pulled  a  flower  out  of  her  hair.  'Don't 
worry,  dear.  There's  no  hurry.  Isn’t  this  a  wonderful  place?  I  found 
it  when  I  got  lost  once  on  a  walk  in  the  country  with  the  Young 
People's  League.  If  anyone  was  coming,  you  could  hear  them  a 
hundred  metres  away.' 

'What's  your  name?'  asked  Winston. 

'Julia.  I  know  yours.  It's  Winston  — Winston  Smith.  Tell  me, 
dear,  what  did  you  think  of  me  before  I  gave  you  the  note?' 

He  did  not  even  think  of  lying  to  her.  It  was  like  an  offer  of 
love  to  tell  her  the  truth.  'I  hated  the  sight  of  you,'  he  said.  '  I  f  you 
really  want  to  know,  I  thought  you  were  in  the  Thought  Police.' 

The  girl  laughed,  clearly  pleased  that  she  had  hidden  her  true 
feelings  so  well.  She  pulled  out  some  chocolate  from  the  pocket 
of  her  overalls,  broke  it  in  half  and  gave  one  of  the  pieces  to 
Winston.  It  was  very  good  chocolate. 

'Where  did  you  get  it?'  he  asked. 

'Oh,  there  are  places,'  she  said.  'It's  easier  if  you  seem  to  be  a 
good  Party  member  like  me.  I'm  good  at  games.  I  was  a  Group 
Leader  in  the  Spies.  I  work  three  evenings  a  week  for  the  Young 
People's  League.  I  spend  hours  and  hours  putting  up  posters  all 
over  London.  I  do  anything  they  want  and  I  always  look  happy 
about  it.  It's  the  only  way  to  be  safe.' 

The  taste  of  the  excellent  chocolate  was  still  in  Winston's 
mouth.  'You  are  very  young,'  he  said.  'You're  ten  or  fifteen  years 
younger  than  I  am.  What  did  you  find  attractive  in  a  man  like 
me?' 

'It  was  something  in  your  face.  I  thought  I'd  take  a  chance.  I'm 
good  at  finding  people  who  don't  belong.  When  I  first  saw  you  I 
knew  you  were  against  them! 

When  Julia  said  them  she  meant  the  Party,  especially  the  Inner 
Party.  She  spoke  about  them  with  real  hate,  using  bad  words. 
Winston  did  not  dislike  that.  It  was  part  of  her  personal  war 
against  the  Party. 
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He  kissed  her  softly  and  took  her  hands  in  his.  'Have  you  done 
this  before?' 

'  O  f  course.  Hundreds  of  times  —  well,  a  lot  of  times.' 

'With  Party  members?' 

'Yes.' 

'With  members  ofthe  Inner  Party?' 

'Not  with  those  pigs,  no.  But  there  are  plenty  that  would  if 
they  got  the  chance.  They're  not  as  pure  as  they  pretend  to  be.' 

His  heart  raced.  He  hoped  that  the  Party  was  weakened  by  a 
lie.  'Listen.  The  more  men  you've  had,  the  more  I  love  you.  Do 
you  understand  that?' 

'Yes,  perfectly.' 

'You  like  doing  this?  I  don't  mean  just  me.  I  mean  the  thing 
itself?' 

'I  love  it.' 

That  was  what  he  wanted  to  hear.  The  need  for  sex,  not  the 
love  of  one  person,  would  finish  the  Party.  He  pressed  her  down 
on  the  grass.  This  time  there  was  no  difficulty. 

Afterwards  they  fell  asleep  and  slept  for  about  half  an  hour. 
Their  love,  their  sex  together,  had  beaten  the  Party.  It  was  a 
political  act. 

Chapter  6  They  Can't  Get  InsideYou 

Winston  looked  round  the  little  room  above  Mr  Charrington's 
shop.  As  he  had  thought,  Mr  Charrington  had  been  happy  to  rent 
it  to  him.  He  did  not  even  mind  that  Winston  wanted  the  room 
to  meet  his  lover.  Everyone,  he  had  said,  wanted  a  place  where 
they  could  be  alone  and  private  occasionally. 

They  had  taken  the  room  because  during  the  month  of  May 
they  had  made  love  only  one  more  time.  ('It's  safe  to  meet 
anywhere  twice,'  Julia  had  said).  Then  they  had  had  to  see  each 


other  in  the  street,  in  a  different  place  every  evening  and  never 
for  more  than  half  an  hour  at  a  time.  The  idea  of  having  their 
own  hiding  place,  indoors  and  near  home,  had  been  exciting  for 
both  of  them. 

They  were  fools,  Winston  thought  again.  It  was  impossible  to 
come  here  for  more  than  a  few  weeks  without  being  caught.  But 
he  needed  her  and  he  felt  he  deserved  her. 

Julia  was  twenty-six  years  old.  She  lived  in  a  Party  building 
with  thirty  other  girls  ('Always  the  smell  of  women!  I  hate 
women!'  she  said)  and  she  worked,  as  he  had  guessed,  on  the 
story-writing  machines.  She  enjoyed  her  job,  looking  after  a 
powerful  electric  motor.  She  was  'not  clever'  and  'did  not  much 
enjoy  reading'  but  she  liked  machinery.  Life,  as  she  saw  it,  was 
quite  simple.  You  wanted  a  good  time,  they  (meaning  the  Party) 
wanted  to  stop  you  having  it,  so  you  broke  the  rules  as  well  as 
you  could. 

At  that  moment  he  heard  her  on  the  stairs  outside  and  then 
she  ran  into  the  room.  She  was  carrying  a  bag.  She  went  down 
on  her  knees,  took  packets  of  food  from  the  bag  and  put  them  on 
the  floor.  She  had  real  sugar,  real  bread,  real  jam.  All  the  good 
food  that  nobody  had  seen  for  years.  And  then  .  .. 

'This  is  the  one  I'm  really  proud  of.  I  had  to  put  paper  round 
it  because 

But  she  did  not  have  to  tell  him  why  she  had  paper  round  it. 
The  smell  was  already  filling  the  room. 

'It's  coffee,'  he  said  softly.  'Real  coffee.' 

'It's  Inner  Party  coffee.  There's  a  whole  kilo  here,'  she  said. 

'How  did  you  get  it?' 

'There's  nothing  those  Inner  Party  pigs  don't  have.  But  of 
course  waiters  and  servants  steal  things,  and  —  look,  I  got  a  little 
packet  of  tea  as  well.' 

Winston  opened  the  packet.  'It's  real  tea,  not  fruit  leaves.' 

'Yes,'  she  said.  'But  listen,  dear.  I  want  you  to  turn  your  back  on 
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me  for  three  minutes.  Go  and  sit  on  the  other  side  of  the  bed. 
And  don't  turn  round  until  1  tell  you.' 

Winston  looked  out  of  the  window.  He  listened  to  a  woman 
singing  outside  with  deep  feeling.  Winston  thought  she  would  be 
quite  happy  if  that  June  evening  never  ended.  He  had  never 
heard  a  member  of  the  Party  sing  like  that. 

'You  can  turn  round  now'  said  Julia. 

He  turned  round  and  for  a  second  almost  did  not  recognize 
her.  He  thought  she  had  taken  her  clothes  off.  But  the  change  in 
her  was  more  surprising  than  that.  She  had  painted  her  face. 

He  thought  the  make-up  must  be  from  a  shop  in  the  prole 
area.  Her  lips  were  red,  her  face  was  smooth;  there  was  even 
something  under  her  eyes  to  make  them  brighter.  It  was  not  well 
done,  but  Winston  did  not  know  that.  He  had  never  before  seen  a 
woman  in  the  Party  with  make-up  on.  Julia  looked  prettier  and 
much  more  like  a  woman. 

He  took  her  in  his  arms. 

'Do  you  know  what  I'm  going  to  do  next?'  she  said.  'I'm 
going  to  get  a  real  woman's  dress  from  somewhere  and  wear  it 
instead  of  these  horrible  overalls.  In  this  room  I'm  going  to  be  a 
woman,  not  a  Party  comrade.' 

After  they  made  love  they  fell  asleep,  and  when  Winston  woke 
up  the  hands  on  the  clock  showed  nearly  nine  —  twenty-one 
hours.  He  did  not  move  because  Julia  was  sleeping  with  her  head 
on  his  arm.  Most  ofher  make-up  was  on  the  pillow  or  on  him. 

They  had  never  talked  about  marriage;  it  was  impossible,  even 
if  Katherine  died.  Winston  had  told  Julia  about  Katherine.  She 
was  goodthinkful,  in  Newspeak,  unable  to  think  a  bad  thought.  She 
did  not  like  sex.  It  wasjust  .  .  . 

'Our  duty  to  the  Party.'  Julia  had  said  it  for  him.  Just  to  have 
children.  Children  who  would  one  day  spy  on  their  parents  and 
tell  the  Party  if  they  said  or  did  anything  wrong.  In  this  way  the 
family  had  become  part  of  the  Thought  Police.  Katherine  had 


'You  can  turn  round  now, '  said  Julia. 
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not  told  the  Thought  Police  about  Winston  only  because  she  was 
too  stupid  to  understand  his  opinions. 

Winston  had  thought  about  killing  Katherine  and  once  nearly 
did.  But  now  he  and  Julia  were  dead.  When  you  disobeyed  the 
Party  you  were  dead. 

Julia  woke  up  and  put  her  hands  over  her  eyes. 

'We  are  the  dead,' Winston  said. 

'We're  not  dead  yet,'  said  Julia,  pressing  her  body  against  his. 

'We  may  be  together  for  another  six  months  —  a  year.  When 
they  find  us  there  will  be  nothing  either  of  us  can  do  for  the  other.' 

'We  will  tell  them  everything,'  she  said.  'Everybody  always 
does.  They  make  you  feel  so  much  pain.' 

'Even  if  we  tell  them  everything,  that's  not  a  betrayal.  The 
betrayal  would  only  be  if  they  made  me  stop  loving  you.' 

She  thought  about  that.  'They  can't  do  that,'  she  said  finally. 
'It's  the  one  thing  they  can't  do.  They  can  make  you  say  anything 
-  anything  -  but  they  can't  make  you  believe  it.  They  can’t  get 
inside  you.’ 

’No,'  he  said,  a  little  more  hopefully.  'No,  that's  quite  true.  They 
can't  get  inside  you.' 

'I'll  get  up  and  make  some  coffee,'  she  said.  We've  got  an  hour. 
What  time  do  they  turn  the  lights  off  at  your  flats?' 

'Twenty-three  thirty.' 

'It's  twenty-three  hours  at  the  Party  building.  But  you  have  to 
get  in  earlier  than  that  because  ...' 

She  suddenly  reached  down  from  the  bed  to  the  floor,  picked 
up  a  shoe  and  threw  it  hard  into  the  corner  of  the  room. 

'What  was  it?'  he  said  in  surprise. 

'A  rat.  I  saw  his  horrible  little  nose.  There's  a  hole  down  there. 
I  frightened  him,  I  think.' 

'Rats!'  said  Winston  quietly.  'In  this  room!' 

'They're  everywhere,'  said  Julia,  without  much  interest,  as  she 
lay  down  again.  'We've  even  got  them  in  the  kitchen  at  the  Party 


building.  Did  you  know  they  attack  children?  In  some  parts  of 
London  a  woman  daren't  leave  a  baby  alone  for  two  minutes.  The 
big  brown  ones  are  the  worst.  They  ..  .' 

'Stop!  Stop!'  said  Winston,  his  eyes  tightly  shut. 

'Dearest!  You've  gone  quite  pale.  What's  the  matter?' 

'They  are  the  most  horrible  things  in  the  world  -  rats!' 

She  put  her  arms  round  him  but  he  did  not  re-open  his  eyes 
immediately. 

'I'm  sorry,'  he  said.  'It's  nothing.  I  don't  like  rats,  that's  all.' 

'Don't  worry,  dear.  We  won't  have  the  dirty  animals  in  here.  I'll 
put  something  over  the  hole  before  we  go.' 

Julia  got  out  of  bed,  put  on  her  overalls  and  made  the  coffee. 
The  smell  was  so  powerful  and  exciting  that  they  shut  the 
window,  worried  that  somebody  outside  would  notice  it  and  ask 
questions.  And  they  could  taste  the  real  sugar  in  the  coffee  -  it 
was  even  better  than  the  taste  of  the  coffee  itself. 

Julia  walked  round  the  room  with  one  hand  in  her  pocket  and 
a  piece  of  bread  and  jam  in  the  other.  She  looked  at  the  books 
without  interest.  She  told  Winston  the  best  way  to  repair  the 
table.  She  sat  down  in  the  old  armchair  to  see  if  it  was 
comfortable.  She  smiled  at  the  old  twelve-hour  clock. 

'How  old  is  that  picture  over  there,  do  you  think?'  she  asked. 
'A  hundred  years  old?' 

'More.  Two  hundred.  But  it's  impossible  to  discover  the  age  of 
anything  these  days.' 

She  looked  at  it.  'What  is  this  place?' 

'It's  a  church.  Well,  that's  what  it  used  to  be.' 

When  Winston  got  out  of  bed  it  was  dark.  The  room  was  a 
world,  a  past  world,  and  they  were  the  last  two  people  from  it 
who  were  still  living. 
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Chapter  7  Our  Leader,  Emmanuel  Goldstein 

They  vaporized  Syme,  One  morning  he  was  not  at  work;  a  few 
careless  people  talked  about  his  absence.  On  the  next  day  nobody 
talked  about  him.  His  name  disappeared  from  lists  and  newspapers. 
He  did  not  exist.  He  had  never  existed. 

Parsons  was  helping  to  organize  Hate  Week.  He  was  completely 
happy,  running  around  painting  posters,  singing  the  new  Hate 
Song,  smelling  even  more  strongly  of  sweat  in  the  hot  weather. 

Daily  life  no  longer  caused  Winston  pain;  He  had  stopped 
drinking  gin  at  all  hours  and  his  knee  felt  better.  He  did  not  want 
to  shout  angry  words  at  the  telescreen  all  the  time. 

He  met  Julia  four,  five,  six  —  seven  times  during  the  month  of 
June.  It  was  so  hot  at  the  end  of  the  month  that  they  lay  on  the 
bed  in  the  room  over  Mr  Charrington's  shop  without  clothes  on. 
The  rat  had  never  come  back. 

Sometimes  they  talked  about  a  more  open  war  against  the 
Party,  but  they  did  not  know  how  to  begin.  Winston  told  her 
about  the  strange  understanding  that  seemed  to  exist  between 
himself  and  O'Brien.  He  sometimes  felt  like  going  to  see  him, 
telling  him  he  was  the  enemy  of  the  Party,  demanding  O'Brien's 
help.  Strangely,  Julia  did  not  think  this  was  a  wild  idea.  She 
judged  people  by  their  faces  and  it  seemed  natural  to  her  that  the 
look  in  O'Brien's  eyes  made  Winston  believe  in  him.  Also,  she 
thought  that  everybody  secretly  hated  the  Party,  although  she  did 
not  believe  in  Goldstein  and  the  Brotherhood;  she  thought  the 
Party  had  invented  them. 

And  then  at  last  it  happened.  All  his  life,  it  seemed  to  him,  he 
had  been  waiting  for  this:  there  was  a  message  from  O'Brien. 

Winston  was  outside  his  office  at  the  Ministry  when  he  heard  a 
small  cough  behind  him  and  turned.  It  was  O'Brien. 


'I  was  reading  your  Newspeak  article  the  other  day.  You  know 
a  lot  about  Newspeak,  I  believe.' 

'Oh,  not  really.  I've  never  invented  any  of  the  words  ...' 

'But  you  write  it  very  well,'  said  O'Brien.  'That  is  not  only  my 
own  opinion.  I  was  talking  recently  to  a  friend  of  yours  who 
knows  a  lot  about  Newspeak.  I  can't  remember  his  name  at  the 
moment.' 

Winston's  heart  jumped.  This  could  only  mean  Syme.  But 
Syme  was  not  only  dead,  he  was  vaporized,  an  unperson.  It  was 
dangerous  to  talk  about  an  unperson;  they  could  kill  you  for  it. 
O'Brien  was  sharing  a  thoughtcrime  with  him. 

'In  your  Newspeak  article  you  used  two  words  which  we  have 
recently  taken  out  of  the  language,'  said  O'Brien.  'Have  you  seen 
the  new  tenth  edition?' 

'No,'  said  Winston.  'We  still  have  the  ninth  in  the  office.' 

'The  tenth  will  not  be  sent  to  offices  for  some  months,  but  I 
have  one.  Would  you  like  to  see  it,  perhaps?' 

'Yes,  very  much,'  said  Winston,  who  could  see  where  this 
was  leading. 

'You  will  be  interested,  I'm  sure.  You  will  like  the  smaller 
number  of  verbs.  Shall  I  send  someone  to  you  with  the 
Dictionary?  But  I  always  forget  that  kind  of  thing.  Perhaps  you 
could  collect  it  from  my  flat  at  a  convenient  time?  Wait.  Let  me 
give  you  my  address.' 

They  were  standing  in  front  of  a  telescreen  which  could  see 
what  he  was  writing.  He  'wrote  an  address  in  a  notebook,  pulled 
out  the  page  and  gave  it  to  Winston. 

'I  am  usually  at  home  in  the  evenings,'  he  said.  'If  not,  my 
servant  will  give  you  the  Dictionary.' 

And  then  he  was  gone. 

• 

They  had  done  it,  they  had  done  it  at  last! 
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The  room  was  long,  carpeted  and  softly  lit;  the  sound  from  the 
telescreen  was  low.  At  the  far  end  of  the  room  O'Brien  was  sitting 
under  a  lamp  with  papers  on  either  side  ofhim.  ffe  did  not  look 
up  when  the  servant  showed  Winston  and  Julia  in. 

Winston's  heart  was  beating  fast.  It  was  dangerous  to  arrive 
with  Julia,  although  they  had  met  only  outside  O'Brien's  flat. 
And  although  O'Brien  had  invited  him,  he  was  still  afraid  of  the 
black-uniformed  guards  in  this  enormous  building  with  its 
strange  smells  of  good  food  and  tobacco.  But  the  guards  had  not 
ordered  him  out. 

O'Brien  continued  to  work  and  did  not  look  pleased  at  the 
visit.  It  seemed  quite  possible  to  Winston  that  he  had  just  made  a 
stupid  mistake.  He  could  not  even  pretend  that  he  had  come  only 
to  borrow  the  Dictionary  -  if  he  had,  why  was  Julia  here? 

O'Brien  got  up  slowly  from  his  chair  and  came  towards  them 
across  the  thick  carpet.  He  pressed  a  switch  on  the  wall  and  the 
voice  from  the  telescreen  stopped. 

Julia  gave  a  small  cry  of  surprise  and  without  thinking 
Winston  said, 'You  can  turn  it  off!' 

'Yes,'  said  O'Brien.  'We  can  turn  it  off.  We  in  the  Inner  Party 
are  allowed  to  do  that.' 

Nobody  spoke.  Without  the  voice  from  the  telescreen  the  room 
was  completely  silent.  Then  O'Brien  smiled. 

'Shall  I  say  it  or  will  you?'  he  said. 

7  will  say  it,'  said  Winston  immediately.  'That  thing  is  really 
turned  off?' 

'Yes.  We  are  alone.' 

Winston  paused.  He  did  not  know  exactly  what  he  expected 
from  O'Brien.  Then  he  continued,  'We  believe  that  there  is  a 
secret  organization  working  against  the  Party  and  that  you  are 
part  of  it.  We  want  to  join  it  and  work  for  it.  We  are  enemies  of 
the  Party.  We  are  lovers,  and  we  are  thoughtcriminals.  And  now  we 
are  in  your  power.' 


'We  are  enemies  of  the  Party. ' 
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O'Brien  took  a  bottle  and  filled  three  glasses  with  dark  red 
liquid.  It  reminded  Winston  of  something  he  had  seen  a  long 
time  ago.  Julia  picked  up  her  glass  and  smelled  the  liquid  with 
great  interest. 

'It  is  called  wine,'  said  O'Brien  with  a  small  smile.  'Not  much 
ofit  gets  to  ordinary  Party  members.  I'm  afraid.'  His  face  became 
serious  again,  and  he  lifted  his  glass:  'To  our  Leader,'  he  said.  'To 
Emmanuel  Goldstein.' 

Winston  lifted  his  glass,  wide-eyed.  Wine  was  a  thing  he  had 
read  and  dreamed  about.  For  some  reason  he  always  thought  it 
tasted  sweet.  But  it  tasted  of  nothing.  The  truth  was  that  after 
years  of  drinking  gin  he  could  taste  almost  nothing. 

'So  Goldstein  is  a  real  person?'  he  said. 

'Yes  he  is,  and  he  is  alive.  Where,  I  do  not  know.’ 

’And  the  Brotherhood  is  real,  too?  It  was  not  invented  by  the 
Thought  Police?' 

'No,  it  is  real.  But  you  will  never  learn  much  more  about  the 
Brotherhood  than  that.'  He  looked  at  his  watch.  'It  is  unwise  even 
for  me  to  turn  the  telescreen  off  for  more  than  half  an  hour.  It  was 
a  mistake  for  both  of  you  to  arrive  here  together,  and  you, 
Comrade,'  -  he  looked  at  Julia  -  'will  have  to  leave  first.  We  have 
about  twenty  minutes.  Now,  what  are  you  prepared  to  do?' 

'Anything  that  we  can,'  said  Winston. 

O'Brien  had  turned  himself  a  little  in  his  chair  so  that  he  was 
looking  at  Winston.  He  seemed  to  think  that  Winston  could 
answer  for  Julia. 

'You  are  willing  to  give  your  lives?' 

'Yes.' 

'You  are  willing  to  murder  another  person?' 

'Yes.' 

'You  are  willing  to  cause  the  death  of  hundreds  of  innocent 
people?' 

'Yes.' 


'If,  for  example,  it  would  help  us  to  blind  a  child  and  destroy 
its  face  —  would  you  do  that?' 

'Yes.' 

'Are  you  willing  to  kill  yourselves,  if  we  order  you  to  do  so?' 

'Yes.' 

'You  are  willing,  the  two  of  you,  to  separate  and  never  see  each 
other  again?' 

'No!'  shouted  Julia. 

It  seemed  to  Winston  that  a  long  time  passed  before  he 
answered.  'No,'  he  said  finally. 

'You  did  well  to  tell  me,'  said  O'Brien.  'It  is  necessary  for  us  to 
know  everything.' 

O'Brien  started  walking  up  and  down,  one  hand  in  the  pocket 
of  his  black  overalls,  the  other  holding  a  cigarette. 

'You  understand,'  he  said,  'that  secrets  will  always  be  kept  from 
you.  You  will  receive  orders  and  you  will  obey  them  without 
knowing  why.  Later  I  shall  send  you  a  book  by  Emmanuel 
Goldstein.  When  you  have  read  the  book  you  will  be  full 
members  of  the  Brotherhood.  When  you  are  finally  caught  you 
will  get  no  help.  Sometimes  we  are  able  to  get  a  razor  blade  into 
the  prison  to  silence  someone,  but  you  are  more  likely  to  tell 
them  all  you  know  —  although  you  will  not  know  very  much.  We 
are  the  dead.  We  are  fighting  for  a  better  life  for  people  in  the 
future.'  He  stopped  and  looked  at  his  watch.  'It  is  almost  time  for 
you  to  leave.  Comrade,'  he  said  to  Julia.  'Wait.  There  is  still  some 
wine.'  He  filled  the  glasses  and  held  up  his  own  glass.  'What  shall 
we  drink  to?  To  the  death  of  Big  Brother?  To  the  future?' 

'To  the  past,'  said  Winston. 

'Yes,  the  past  is  more  important,'  said  O'Brien  seriously. 

They  finished  the  wine  and  a  moment  later  Julia  stood  up  to 
go.  When  she  had  left,  Winston  stood  up  and  he  and  O'Brien 
shook  hands.  At  the  door  he  looked  back,  but  O'Brien  was 
already  at  his  desk,  doing  his  important  work  for  the  Party. 
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Chapter  8  Doublethink 

On  the  sixth  day  of  Hate  Week,  just  before  two  thousand 
Eurasian  prisoners  were  hanged  in  the  park,  the  people  of 
Oceania  were  told  that  they  were  not  at  war  with  Eurasia  now. 
They  were  at  war  with  Eastasia  and  Eurasia  was  a  friend.  You 
could  hear  it  on  the  telescreens  —  Oceania  was  at  war  with  Eastasia: 
Oceania  had  always  been  at  war  with  Eastasia. 

Winston  had  worked  more  than  ninety  hours  in  the  last  five  days 
of  Hate  Week.  Now  he  had  finished  and  he  had  nothing  to  do,  no 
Party  work  until  tomorrow  morning.  Slowly,  in  the  afternoon 
sunshine,  he  walked  up  a  narrow  street  to  Mr  Charrington's  shop, 
watching  for  the  Thought  Police,  but  sure  —  although  he  had  no 
reason  to  be  sure  —  that  he  was  safe.  In  his  case,  heavy  against  his 
legs,  he  carried  the  book,  Goldstein's  book.  He  had  had  it  for  six  days 
but  had  not  looked  at  it  yet. 

Tired  but  not  sleepy,  he  climbed  the  stairs  above  Mr 
Charrington's  shop.  He  opened  the  window  and  put  the  water 
on  for  coffee.  Julia  would  be  here  soon.  He  took  Goldstein's 
book  out  of  his  case  and  opened  it.  Then  he  heard  Julia  coming 
up  the  stairs  and  jumped  out  of  his  chair  to  meet  her.  She  put  her 
brown  tool  bag  on  the  floor  and  threw  herself  into  his  arms.  It 
was  more  than  a  week  since  they  had  seen  each  other. 

'I've  got  the  book',  he  said. 

'Oh,  you've  got  it?  Good,'  she  said  without  much  interest,  and 
almost  immediately  bent  down  to  make  the  coffee. 

They  did  not  talk  about  the  book  again  until  they  had  been  in 
bed  for  half  an  hour.  It  was  evening  and  just  cool  enough  to  have 
a  blanket  over  them.  Julia  was  falling  asleep  by  his  side.  Winston 
picked  the  book  up  from  the  floor  and  sat  up  in  bed. 

'We  must  read  it,'  he  said.  'You  too.  All  members  of  the 
Brotherhood  have  to  read  it.' 

' Y ou  read  it,'  she  said  with  her  eyes  shut.  'Read  it  to  me,  that's 
the  best  way.  Then  you  can  explain  it  to  me.' 


The  clock's  hands  said  six,  meaning  eighteen.  They  had  three 
or  four  hours  ahead  of  them.  He  put  the  book  against  his  knee 
and  began  reading: 

There  have  always  been  three  kinds  of  people  in  the  world,  the  High, 
the  Middle  and  the  Low.  The  world  has  changed  but  society  always 
contains  these  three  groups. 

'Julia,  are  you  awake?'  said  Winston. 

Yes,  my  love,  I'm  listening.' 

The  aims  of  the  three  groups  are  completely  different.  The  High  want 
to  stay  where  they  are.  The  Middle  want  to  change  places  with  the  High. 
Sometimes  the  Low  have  no  aim  at  all,  because  they  are  too  tired  from 
endless  boring  work  to  have  an  aim.  If  they  do  have  one,  they  want  to 
live  in  a  new  world  where  all  people  are  equal. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  twentieth  century  this  equality  became  possible 
for  the  first  time  because  machines  did  so  much  of  the  work.  A  centuries- 
old  dream  seemed  to  be  coming  true.  But  in  the  early  1930s  the  High 
group  saw  the  danger  to  them  of  equality  for  all  and  did  everything 
possible  to  stop  it. 

The  individual  suffered  in  ways  that  he  had  not  suffered  for  centuries. 
Prisoners  of  war  were  sent  into  slavery  or  hanged.  Thousands  were  sent  to 
prison  although  they  had  broken  no  law.  The  populations  of  whole 
countries  were  forced  to  leave  their  homes.  And  all  this  was  defended  and 
even  supported  by  people  who  said  they  believed  in  progress. 

The  people  who  entered  the  new  High  group  were  from  the 
professions:  scientists,  teachers,  journalists.  They  used  newspapers,  radio, 
film  and  television  to  control  people's  thoughts.  When  a  television  that 
could  both  send  and  receive  information  was  invented,  private  life  came 
to  an  end.  Every  individual,  or  at  least  every  important  individual, 
could  be  watched  twenty-four  hours  a  day.  For  the  first  time  it  was 
possible  to  force  people  to  obey  the  Party  and  to  share  the  Party's 
opinion  on  all  subjects. 

After  the  1950s  and  1960s  the  danger  of  equality  had  been  ended 
and  society  had  re-grouped  itself,  as  always,  into  High,  Middle  and  Low. 
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But  the  new  High  group,  for  the  first  time,  knew  how  to  stay  in  that 
position  for  ever. 

First,  in  the  middle  years  of  the  twentieth  century,  the  Party  made  sure 
that  it  owned  all  the  property  —  all  the  factories,  land,  houses,  everything 
except  really  small  pieces  of  personal  property.  This  meant  that  a  few 
people  (the  Inner  Party)  owned  almost  everything  and  the  Middle  and 
Low  groups  owned  nearly  nothing.  There  was  therefore  no  hope  of  moving 
up  in  society  by  becoming  richer  and  owning  more. 

But  the  problem  of  staying  in  power  is  more  complicated  than  that. 

In  the  past,  High  groups  have  fallen  from  power  either  because  they 
have  lost  control  of  the  Middle  or  Low  groups  or  because  they  have 
become  too  weak,  or  because  they  have  been  attacked  and  beaten  by  an 
army  from  outside. 

After  the  middle  of  the  century  there  was  really  no  more  danger  from 
the  Middle  or  Low  groups.  The  Party  had  made  itself  stronger  by  killing 
all  of  its  first  leaders  (people  like  Jones,  Aaronson  and  Rutherford).  By 
1970  Big  Brother  was  the  only  leader  and  Emmanuel  Goldstein  was  in 
hiding  somewhere. 

The  Party  then  kept  itself  strong.  The  child  of  Inner  Party  parents  is 
not  born  into  the  Inner  Party;  there  is  an  examination,  taken  at  the  age 
of  sixteen.  Weak  Inner  Party  members  are  moved  down  and  clever  Outer 
Party  members  are  allowed  to  move  up.  Although  proles  do  not  usually 
move  up  into  the  Party,  the  Party  always  stops  itself  from  becoming 
stupid  or  weak. 

The  Party  has  also  made  attack  from  the  outside  impossible.  There  are 
now  only  three  great  countries  in  the  world.  They  are  always  at  war  but 
none  of  them  can  win  or  even  wishes  to  win  these  wars.  Following  the 
idea  of  doublethink'  the  mind  of  the  Party,  which  controls  us  all,  both 
knows  and  does  not  know  the  aim  of  these  wars.  The  aim  is  to  use 
everything  that  a  country  produces  without  making  its  people  richer.  If 
people  became  richer,  there  would  be  an  end  to  the  world  of  the  High,  the 
Middle  and  the  Low.  The  Low  and  the  Middle  would  not  wish  to  stay  in 
their  places  and  would  not  need  to. 


The  Middle  and  Low  are  kept  in  their  places  by  their  belief  in  the 
wars  that  none  of  the  three  countries  can  win.  So  the  Party  has  to  end 
independent  thought  and  make  people  believe  everything  they  are  told. 
The  Party  must  know  what  every  person  is  thinking,  so  they  never  want 
to  end  the  war.  War  continues,  always  and  for  ever. 

People  are  given  somewhere  to  live,  something  to  wear  and  something 
to  eat.  That  is  all  they  need  and  they  must  never  want  more.  They  are 
given  work,  but  only  the  Thought  Police  do  their  work  really  well. 

All  good  things  in  the  world  of  Oceania  today,  all  knowledge,  all 
happiness,  come  from  Big  Brother.  Nobody  has  ever  seen  Big  Brother.  He 
is  a  face  on  posters,  a  voice  on  the  telescreen.  We  can  be  sure  that  he  will 
never  die.  Big  Brother  is  the  way  the  Party  shows  itself  to  the  people. 

Below  Big  Brother  comes  the  Inner  Party,  which  is  now  six  million 
people,  less  than  2%  of  the  population  of  Oceania,  Below  the  Inner 
Party  comes  the  Outer  Party.  The  Inner  Party  is  like  the  mind  of  the 
Party  and  the  Outer  Party  is  like  its  hands.  Below  that  come  the  millions 
of  people  we  call  'the  proles',  about  85%  of  the  population. 

A  Party  member  lives  under  the  eye  of  the  Thought  Police  from  birth 
to  death.  Even  when  he  is  alone  he  can  never  be  sure  he  is  alone.  He  will 
never  make  a  free  choice  in  his  life. 

But  there  is  no  law  and  there  are  no  rules.  They  are  not  necessary. 
Most  people  know  what  they  must  do  -  in  Newspeak  they  are 
' goodthinkers' .  And  since  Party  members  were  children  they  have  been 
trained  in  three  more  Newspeak  words:  'crime stop',  'blackxvhite'  and 
'doublethink'. 

Even  young  children  are  taught  'crimestop'.  It  means  stopping  before 
you  think  a  wrong  thought.  When  you  are  trained  in  'crimestop'  you 
cannot  think  a  thought  against  the  Party.  You  think  only  what  the  Party 
wants  you  to  think. 

But  the  Party  wants  people  to  think  different  thoughts  all  the  time. 
The  important  word  here  is  'blackwhite. '  Like  many  Newspeak  words, 
this  has  two  meanings.  Enemies  say  that  black  is  white  —  they  tell  lies. 
But  Party  members  say  that  black  is  white  because  the  Party  tells  them  to 
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and  because  they  believe  it.  They  must  forget  that  they  ever  had  a 
different  belief. 

'Blackwhite'  and  'crimestop'  are  both  part  of  'doublethink'. 
'Doublethink'  allows  people  to  hold  two  different  ideas  in  their  minds  at 
the  same  time  —  and  to  accept  both  of  them.  In  this  way  they  can  live 
with  a  changing  reality,  including  a  changing  past.  The  past  must  be 
changed  all  the  time  because  the  Party  can  never  make  a  mistake.  That  is 
the  most  important  reason.  It  is  also  important  that  nobody  can  remember 
a  time  better  than  now  and  so  become  unhappy  with  the  present.  By 
using  'doublethink'  the  Party  has  been  able  to  stop  history,  keep  power 
and  ... 

'Julia?' 

No  answer. 

'Julia,  are  you  awake?' 

No  answer.  She  was  asleep.  He  shut  the  book,  put  it  carefully 
on  the  floor,  lay  down  and  put  the  blanket  over  both  of  them. 
The  book  had  not  told  him  anything  he  did  not  already  know, 
but  after  reading  it  he  knew  he  was  not  mad.  He  shut  his  eyes.  He 
was  safe,  everything  was  all  right. 

When  he  woke  he  thought  he  had  slept  a  long  time  but, 
looking  at  the  old  clock,  he  saw  it  was  only  twenty-thirty. 
Outside  he  could  hear  singing.  It  was  a  song  written  in  the 
Ministry  of  Truth  and  a  prole  woman  was  singing  it.  If  there  was 
hope,  thought  Winston,  it  was  because  of  the  proles.  Even  without 
reading  the  end  of  Goldstein's  book,  he  knew  that  was  his 
message.  The  future  belonged  to  the  proles;  Party  members  were 
the  dead. 

'We  are  the  dead,'  he  said. 

'We  are  the  dead,'  agreed  Julia. 

'You  are  the  dead,'  said  a  voice  behind  them. 

They  jumped  away  from  each  other.  Winston  felt  his  blood  go 
cold.  Julia's  face  had  turned  a  milky  yellow. 

'You  are  the  dead,'  repeated  the  voice. 


'It  was  behind  the  picture,'  breathed  Julia. 

'It  was  behind  the  picture,'  said  the  voice.  'Stay  exactly  where 
you  are.  Do  not  move  until  we  order  you  to.' 

It  was  starting,  it  was  starting  at  last!  They  could  do  nothing 
except  look  into  each  other's  eyes.  They  did  not  even  think  of 
running  for  their  lives  or  getting  out  of  the  house  before  it  was 
too  late.  It  was  unthinkable  to  disobey  the  voice  from  the  wall. 

There  was  a  crash  of  breaking  glass.  The  picture  had  fallen  to 
the  floor.  There  was  a  telescreen  behind  it. 

'Now  they  can  see  us,'  said  Julia. 

'Now  we  can  see  you,'  said  the  voice.  'Stand  in  the  middle  of 
the  room.  Stand  back  to  back.  Put  your  hands  behind  your  heads. 
Do  not  touch  each  other.' 

'I  suppose  we  should  say  goodbye,'  said  Julia. 

'You  should  say  goodbye,'  said  the  voice. 

There  was  a  crash  as  a  ladder  broke  through  the  window. 
Soldiers  came  in;  more  came  crashing  in  through  the  door. 

Winston  did  not  move,  not  even  his  eyes.  Only  one  thing 
mattered;  don't  give  them  an  excuse  to  hit  you. 

One  of  the  soldiers  hit  Julia  hard  in  the  stomach.  She  fell  to 
the  floor,  fighting  to  breathe.  Then  two  of  them  picked  her  up 
and  carried  her  out  of  the  room,  holding  her  by  the  knees  and 
shoulders.  Winston  saw  her  face,  yellow  with  pain,  with  her  eyes 
tightly  shut  as  they  took  her  away  from  him. 

He  did  not  move.  No  one  had  hit  him  yet.  He  wondered  if 
they  had  got  Mr  Charrington.  He  wanted  to  go  to  the  toilet.  The 
clock  said  nine,  meaning  twenty-one  hours,  but  the  light  seemed 
too  strong  for  evening.  Was  it  really  nine  in  the  morning?  Had  he 
and  Julia  slept  all  that  time? 

Mr  Charrington  came  into  the  room  and  Winston  suddenly 
realized  whose  voice  he  had  heard  on  the  telescreen.  Mr 
Charrington  still  had  his  old  jacket  on,  but  his  hair,  which  had 
been  almost  white,  was  now  black.  His  body  was  straighter  and 
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7  suppose  we  should  say  goodbye: 


looked  bigger.  His  face  was  the  clear-thinking,  cold  face  of  a  man 
of  about  thirty-five.  Winston  realized  that  for  the  first  time  in  his 
life  he  was  looking  at  a  member  of  the  Thought  Police. 


PART  THREE  Inside  Winston  Smith's  Head 
Chapter  9  Miniluv 

He  did  not  know  where  he  was.  He  thought  he  was  in  the 
Ministry  of  Love,  Miniluv,  but  he  could  not  be  certain. 

He  was  in  a  high-ceilinged,  windowless  cell  with  white  stone 
walls.  It  was  bright  with  cold  light.  In  this  place,  he  felt,  the  lights 
would  never  be  turned  out.  One  moment  he  felt  certain  that  it 
was  bright  day  outside  and  the  next  moment  he  was  equally 
certain  that  it  was  black  night.  'We  shall  meet  in  the  place  where 
there  is  no  dark,'  O'Brien  had  said  to  him.  In  the  Ministry  of 
Love  there  were  no  windows. 

He  thought  of  O'Brien  more  often  than  Julia.  He  loved  Julia 
and  would  not  betray  her,  but  he  did  not  think  about  what  was 
happening  to  her.  Sometimes  he  thought  about  what  they  would 
do  to  him.  He  saw  himself  on  the  floor,  screaming  through 
broken  teeth  for  them  to  stop  hitting  him.  O'Brien  must  know 
he  was  here.  O'Brien  said  the  Brotherhood  never  tried  to  save  its 
members.  But  they  would  send  him  a  razor  blade  if  they  could. 
One  cut  and  it  would  all  be  finished. 

In  his  cell,  there  was  a  continuous  noise  from  the  machine  that 
brought  air  in  from  outside.  A  narrow  shelf  went  round  the  wall, 
stopping  only  at  the  door,  and  at  the  end  opposite  the  door  there 
was  a  toilet  with  no  wooden  seat.  There  were  four  telescreens,  one 
in  each  wall. 

He  was  hungry.  It  might  be  twenty-four  hours  since  he  had 
eaten,  it  might  be  thirty-six.  He  still  did  not  know,  probably 
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never  would  know,  if  it  had  been  morning  or  evening  when  the 
soldiers  took  him.  Since  then  he  had  been  given  no  food. 

He  sat  on  the  narrow  shelf  without  moving,  with  his  hands 
crossed  on  his  knees.  He  had  already  learned  not  to  move  too 
much.  If  you  moved  around  they  shouted  at  you  from  the 
telescreen.  But  he  wanted  food  so  badly,  especially  a  piece  of  bread. 
He  thought  perhaps  there  was  a  small  piece  in  the  pocket  of  his 
overalls.  His  need  for  the  bread  grew  stronger  than  the  fear;  he 
put  a  hand  in  his  pocket. 

'Smith!'  shouted  a  voice  from  the  telescreen.  '6079  Smith  W! 
Hands  out  of  pockets  in  the  cells!' 

He  crossed  his  hands  on  his  knee  again.  There  was  a  sound  of 
marching  boots  outside.  A  young  officer,  black-uniformed,  with 
an  emotionless  face,  stepped  into  the  cell.  He  waved  to  the  guards 
behind  him  and  they  brought  in  a  man  who  they  were  holding 
by  the  arms.  It  was  Ampleforth,  the  man  who  re-wrote  poems  for 
the  Party.  The  cell  door  closed  behind  him. 

Ampleforth  walked  up  and  down  the  cell.  He  had  not  yet 
noticed  Winston.  He  was  dirty,  wore  no  shoes  and  had  not  shaved 
for  several  days.  The  hairy  half-beard  gave  him  a  criminal  look 
that  was  strange,  with  his  large  weak  body  and  nervous 
movements. 

Winston  thought  quickly.  He  must  speak  to  Ampleforth  even 
if  they  shouted  at  him  through  the  telescreen.  It  was  possible  that 
Ampleforth  had  the  razor  blade  for  him. 

'Ampleforth,'  he  said. 

There  was  no  shout  from  the  telescreen.  Ampleforth  stopped 
walking  up  and  down.  He  seemed  surprised.  It  took  him  a 
moment  to  recognize  Winston. 

'Ah,  Smith!'  he  said.  'You too!' 

'What  are  you  in  for?' 

Ampleforth  put  a  hand  to  his  head,  trying  to  remember. 
'There  is  something  .  .  .'  he  said.  'We  were  working  on  a  poem 


and  I  didn't  change  the  word  "God".  It  was  necessary,  in  the 
poem.  There  was  no  other  word.  So  I  left  it.'  For  a  moment  he 
looked  happy,  pleased  with  his  work  on  the  poem. 

'Do  you  know  what  time  of  day  it  is?'  asked  Winston. 

Ampleforth  looked  surprised.  'I  hadn't  thought  about  it.  They 
took  me  -  it  could  be  two  days  ago  -  perhaps  three.'  He  looked 
round  the  cell.  'There  is  no  difference  between  night  and  day  in 
this  place.  You  can  never  know  the  time.' 

They  talked  for  a  few  minutes,  then,  for  no  clear  reason,  a  voice 
from  the  telescreen  told  them  to  be  silent.  Winston  sat  quietly,  his 
hands  crossed.  Ampleforth  was  too  large  for  the  narrow  shelf  and 
moved  from  side  to  side.  Time  passed  -  twenty  minutes,  an  hour. 
Again  there  was  a  sound  of  boots.  Winston's  stomach  turned  to 
water.  Soon,  very  soon,  perhaps  now,  the  boots  would  come  for  him. 

The  door  opened.  The  cold-faced  young  officer  stepped  into 
the  cell.  He  waved  his  arm  at  Ampleforth. 

'Room  101,'  he  said. 

Ampleforth  marched  out  between  the  guards.  He  looked  a 
little  worried  but  did  not  seem  to  understand  what  was  happening 
to  him. 

More  time  passed.  It  seemed  like  a  long  time  to  Winston.  He 
had  only  six  thoughts:  the  pain  in  his  stomach;  a  piece  ofbread; 
the  blood  and  the  screaming;  O'Brien;  Julia;  the  razor  blade. 

Then  his  stomach  turned  to  water  again  as  he  heard  the  boots 
outside.  The  door  was  opened  and  a  smell  of  sweat  came  in  with 
the  cold  air.  Parsons  walked  into  the  cell. 

'You  here!'  Winston  cried  out  in  surprise. 

Parsons  did  not  seem  interested  in  Winston  or  surprised  to  see 
him.  He  looked  completely  without  hope. 

'What  are  you  in  for?'  said  Winston. 

'Thoughtcrime'  said  Parsons,  almost  crying.  'They  won't  shoot 
me,  will  they?  I  mean,  they  don't  shoot  you  when  you  haven't 
done  anything  — just  thought?  And  they'll  know  everything  I've 
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done  for  the  Party,  won't  they?  I'll  just  get  five  years,  don't  you 
think?  Or  even  ten  years?  Someone  like  me  could  really  help  the 
Party  in  prison.  They  wouldn't  shoot  me  for  just  one  mistake?' 

'Are  you  guilty?'  said  Winston. 

'Of course  I'm  guilty!'  said  Parsons,  looking  at  the  telescreen  as 
he  spoke.  'I  wouldn't  be  here  if  I  wasn't.  Thoughtcrime  is  a  terrible 
thing.  Do  you  know  how  it  happened?  In  my  sleep!  Yes,  there  I 
was  working  away  for  the  Party  —  I  never  knew  I  had  any  bad 
stuff  in  my  mind  at  all.  And  then  I  started  talking  in  my  sleep.  Do 
you  know  what  I  said?  I  said  "Down  with  Big  Brother!"  Do  you 
know  what  I'm  going  to  say  to  them?  I'm  going  to  say,  "Thank 
you  for  saving  me."  ' 

'Who  told  them  about  you?'  said  Winston. 

'My  little  daughter,'  said  Parsons,  sad  but  proud.  He  walked  up 
and  down  a  few  more  times,  looking  hard  at  the  toilet.  'Excuse 
me,  old  man,'  he  said.  'I  can't  help  it.  It's  the  waiting.' 

Parsons  took  his  trousers  down.  Winston  covered  his  face  with 
his  hands. 

'Smith!'  shouted  the  voice  from  the  telescreen,  '6079  SmithW! 
Uncover  your  face.  No  faces  covered  in  the  cells.' 

Winston  uncovered  his  face.  Parsons  used  the  toilet,  loudly 
and  horribly.  The  cell  smelled  terrible  for  hours  afterwards. 

Parsons  was  taken  out.  More  men  and  women  were  brought 
in  and  taken  out  again  by  the  guards.  One  woman  was  sent  to 
'Room  101'  and  seemed  to  become  smaller  and  change  colour  as 
she  heard  the  words. 

'Comrade!  Officer!'  she  cried.  'You  don't  have  to  take  me  to 
that  place!  Haven't  I  told  you  everything  already?  I'll  say 
anything.  Just  write  it  down  and  I'll  say  it!  Not  Room  101.' 

'Room  101,'  said  the  guard. 

A  long  time  passed.  Winston  was  alone  and  had  been  alone  for 
hours.  Sometimes  he  thought  of  O'Brien  and  the  razor  blade,  but 
with  less  and  less  hope.  He  also  thought,  less  clearly,  of  Julia.  He 


thought  that  if  she  were  in  pain  and  he  could  double  his  own 
pain  to  help  her,  he  would  do  it. 

He  heard  the  boots  again.  O'Brien  came  in.  Winston  got  to 
his  feet.  The  shock  made  him  forget  the  telescreen  for  the  first  time 
in  years. 

'They've  got  you  too!'  he  shouted  out. 

'They  got  me  a  long  time  ago,'  said  O'Brien  with  a  small 
smile.  He  stepped  to  one  side.  Behind  him  there  was  a  large 
guard  with  a  heavy  stick  in  his  hand. 

'You  knew  this,  Winston,'  said  O'Brien.  'You  have  always 
known  it.' 

Yes,  he  had  always  known  it.  But  there  was  no  time  to  think  of 
that.  The  heavy  stick  in  the  guard's  hand  might  hit  him 
anywhere,  on  his  head,  ear,  arm,  elbow  ... 

The  elbow!  He  had  gone  down  on  his  knees,  holding  the  pain 
in  his  elbow  with  the  other  hand.  There  was  an  explosion  of 
yellow  light.  The  pain  was  unbelievable,  but  the  guard  had  only 
hit  him  once.  They  were  both  looking  down  at  him  and  the 
guard  was  laughing. 

Well,  one  question  was  answered.  You  could  never,  for  any 
reason  on  earth,  wish  for  more  pain.  You  only  wished  for  one 
thing  -  that  it  would  stop.  Nothing  in  the  world  was  as  bad  as 
physical  pain.  With  pain  there  are  no  heroes,  no  heroes,  he 
thought  again  and  again  as  he  lay  screaming  on  the  floor,  holding 
his  useless  left  arm. 


Chapter  10  Two  andTwo  Make  Five 

He  was  lying  on  a  bed  and  he  could  not  move.  There  was  a 
strong  light  in  his  face.  The  damage  to  his  elbow  had  only  been 
the  start  of  it.  Five  or  six  men  in  black  uniforms  had  hit  him  with 
sticks  or  iron  bars,  kicked  him  with  their  boots  .  .  . 
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He  could  not  remember  how  many  times  they  had  hit  him  or 
how  long  this  punishment  had  lasted.  Sometimes  he  told  them 
what  they  wanted  to  know  before  they  even  touched  him.  Other 
times  they  hit  him  again  and  again  before  he  said  a  word.  And  all 
this  was  just  the  start  —  the  first  stage  of  questioning  that 
everyone  in  the  cells  of  the  Ministry  of  Love  had  to  suffer. 

Later  the  questioners  were  not  guards  but  Party  men  in  suits 
who  asked  him  questions  for  ten  to  twelve  hours  before  they  let 
him  sleep.  They  made  sure  he  was  not  comfortable  and  was  in 
slight  pain.  They  made  a  fool  of  him,  made  him  cry. 

Sometimes  they  said  they  would  call  the  guards  and  their 
sticks  again.  Other  times  they  called  him  'Comrade'  and  asked 
him  in  the  name  of  Big  Brother  to  say  he  was  sorry. 

He  told  them  he  was  responsible  for  every  imaginable  crime. 
He  said  he  was  an  Eastasian  spy  He  said  he  had  murdered  his 
wife,  although  they  knew  very  well  she  was  still  alive.  He  said  he 
knew  Goldstein  ..  . 

He  did  not  remember  when  the  questions  had  stopped.  There 
was  a  time  when  everything  was  black  and  then  he  was  in  this 
room,  lying  on  this  bed,  unable  to  move.  O'Brien  was  looking 
down  at  him.  His  hand  was  on  a  machine. 

'I  told  you,'  said  O'Brien,  'that  if  we  met  again  it  would  be  here.' 

'Yes,' said  Winston. 

O'Brien's  hand  touched  a  lever  on  the  machine  and  a  wave  of 
pain  passed  through  Winston's  body. 

'That  was  forty,'  said  O'Brien.  'The  numbers  on  the  dial  of  this 
machine  go  up  to  a  hundred.  Please  remember  that  I  can  make 
you  feel  a  lot  of  pain  at  any  time.  If  you  lie,  if  you  don't  answer 
the  question  or  even  if  you  answer  with  less  than  your  usual 
intelligence,  you  will  feel  pain.  Do  you  understand  that?' 

'Yes,'  said  Winston. 

'Do  you  remember,'  O'Brien  continued,  'writing  in  your  diary, 
"Freedom  is  the  freedom  to  say  that  two  and  two  make  four"?' 


'Yes,'  said  Winston. 

O'Brien  held  up  his  left  hand,  its  back  towards  Winston,  with 
the  thumb  hidden  and  four  fingers  pointing  forward. 

'How  many  fingers  am  I  holding  up,  Winston?' 

'Four.' 

'And  if  the  Party  says  that  it  is  not  four  but  five  -  then 
how  many?' 

'Four.' 

The  word  ended  in  a  shout  of  pain.  The  dial  on  the  machine 
showed  fifty-five.  Winston  could  not  stop  himself  from  crying. 
O'Brien  touched  the  lever,  moving  it  just  a  little,  and  the  pain 
grew  slightly  less. 

'How  many  fingers,  Winston?' 

'Four.' 

O'Brien  moved  the  lever  and  the  dial  showed  sixty.  'How 
many  fingers,  Winston?' 

'Four!  Four!  What  else  can  I  say?  Four!' 

The  fingers  swam  in  front  of  his  eyes,  unclear,  but  still  four, 
four  of  them. 

'How  many  fingers,  Winston?' 

'Four!  Stop  it,  stop  it!  How  can  you  continue?  Four!  Four!' 

'How  many  fingers,  Winston?' 

'Five!  Five!  Five!' 

'No,  Winston.  That's  no  use.  You  are  lying.  You  still  think  there 
are  four.  How  many  fingers,  please?' 

'Four!  Five!  Four!  Anything  you  like.  Only  stop  it,  stop  the  pain!' 

Suddenly  he  was  sitting  up  with  O'Brien's  arm  round  his 
shoulders.  He  felt  very  cold  and  shook  uncontrollably.  O'Brien 
held  him  like  a  baby  and  he  felt  much  better.  He  felt  that  the  pain 
was  something  that  came  from  outside,  and  that  O'Brien  would 
save  him  from  it. 

'You  are  a  slow  learner,  Winston,'  said  O'Brien  gently. 

'How  can  I  help  it?'  cried  Winston,  through  his  tears.  'How 
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can  I  help  seeing  what  is  in  front  of  my  eyes?  Two  and  two 
are  four.' 

'Sometimes,  Winston.  Sometimes  they  are  five.  Sometimes  they 
are  three.  Sometimes  they  are  all  of  them.  You  must  try  harder.' 

He  put  Winston  back  down  on  the  bed.  'Again,'  he  said. 

The  pain  flamed  through  Winston's  body.  The  dial  was  at 
seventy,  then  seventy-five.  He  had  shut  his  eyes  this  time.  He 
knew  that  the  fingers  were  still  there,  and  still  four.  He  had  to  stay 
alive  until  the  pain  was  over.  He  did  not  notice  whether  he  was 
crying  out  or  not.  The  pain  grew  less  again.  He  opened  his  eyes. 

'Ho  w  many  fingers,  Winston?' 

'Four.  I  would  see  five  ifl  could.  I  am  trying  to  see  five.' 

'Which  do  you  wish:  to  make  me  believe  that  you  see  five,  or 
really  to  see  them?' 

'Really  to  see  them.' 

'Again,'  said  O'Brien. 

Perhaps  the  machine  was  at  eighty  —  ninety.  Winston  could 
remember  only  now  and  again  why  the  pain  was  happening.  In 
front  of  his  eyes  a  forest  of  fingers  seemed  to  be  moving  in  a  kind 
of  dance.  He  was  trying  to  count  them,  he  could  not  remember 
why.  He  knew  only  that  it  was  impossible  to  count  them  and  this 
was  because  four  was  in  some  strange  way  the  same  as  five.  He 
shut  his  eyes  again. 

'How  many  fingers  am  I  holding  up,  Winston?' 

'I  don't  know.  I  don't  know.  You  will  kill  me  if  you  do  that 
again.  Four,  five,  six  -  I  honestly  don't  know.' 

'Better,'  said  O'Brien. 

Winston  wanted  to  reach  out  his  hand  and  touch  O'Brien's 
arm,  but  he  could  not  move.  The  old  feeling  about  him  came 
back.  It  did  not  matter  if  O'Brien  was  a  friend  or  an  enemy. 
O'Brien  was  a  person  he  could  talk  to.  Perhaps  people  did  not 
want  to  be  loved  as  much  as  understood.  O'Brien  had  caused 
him  unbelievable  pain  and  soon  would  probably  kill  him.  It  made 
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no  difference.  They  shared  the  same  experiences;  there  was  a 
place  where  they  could  meet  and  talk.  O'Brien  was  looking 
down  at  him  with  a  look  that  suggested  he  felt  the  same  thing. 
When  he  spoke,  it  was  like  talking  to  a  friend. 

’Do  you  know  where  you  are,  Winston?’  he  said. 

'I  don't  know.  I  can  guess.  In  the  Ministry  of  Love.1 

’Do  you  know  how  long  you  have  been  here?' 

'I  don't  know.  Days,  weeks,  months  —  I  think  it  is  months.' 

'And  why  do  you  think  we  bring  people  to  this  place?' 

'To  make  them  tell  you  about  their  crimes.' 

'No,  that  is  not  the  reason.' 

'To  punish  them.' 

'No!'  shouted  O'Brien.  His  face  and  voice  were  angry.  'No! 
Notjust  to  hear  about  your  crimes.  Notjust  to  punish  you.  Shall 
I  tell  you  why  we  have  brought  you  here?  To  make  you  better. 
Your  crimes  do  not  interest  us.  Your  actions  do  not  interest  us.  We 
are  interested  in  your  thoughts.  We  do  not  destroy  our  enemies, 
we  change  them.  We  change  their  thoughts.  Do  you  understand 
what  I  mean?' 

'Yes,'  said  Winston. 

A  man  in  a  white  coat  came  into  the  room  and  put  a  heavy 
machine  behind  his  head.  O'Brien  had  sat  down  beside  the  bed 
so  he  could  look  into  Winston's  eyes. 

'This  time  it  will  not  hurt,'  said  O'Brien.  'Keep  looking  at  me.' 
Then  he  turned  to  the  man  in  the  white  coat.  'Three  thousand,' 
he  said. 

Winston  felt  the  machine  against  his  head.  He  heard  a  lever 
pulled.  Then  it  was  like  an  explosion  inside  his  head,  though  it 
was  not  certain  if  there  was  any  noise.  There  was  blinding  light 
and  the  feeling  that  he  had  been  thrown  back  on  the  bed  where 
he  already  was.  Something  had  happened  inside  his  head.  As  he 
opened  his  eyes  he  remembered  who  he  was,  and  where  he  was, 
and  he  recognized  the  face  that  was  looking  down  into  his  own; 


but  something  was  empty  inside  his  head.  It  felt  like  a  piece  had 
been  taken  out  ofhis  brain. 

'Look  me  in  the  eyes,'  said  O'Brien.  He  held  up  the  four 
fingers  ofhis  left  hand  with  the  thumb  behind  the  hand.  'There 
are  five  fingers  there.  Do  you  see  five  fingers?' 

'Yes.'  And  he  did  see  them,  just  for  a  second.  O'Brien's  words 
filled  the  hole  in  his  mind  with  the  complete  truth. 

'You  see  now,'  said  O'Brien, 'that  it  is  possible.' 

'Yes,'  said  Winston. 

O'Brien  smiled.  'I  enjoy  talking  to  you,'  he  said.  'Your  mind  is 
like  mine,  except  that  you  are  mad.  Before  we  finish  you  can  ask 
me  a  few  questions,  if  you  want  to.' 

'Any  question  I  like?' 

'Anything.'  He  saw  that  Winston's  eyes  were  on  the  machine. 
'It  is  switched  off.  What  is  your  first  question?' 

'What  have  you  done  with  Julia?'  said  Winston. 

O'Brien  smiled  again.  'She  betrayed  you,  Winston. 
Immediately,  completely.  I  have  never  seen  anybody  obey  us  so 
quickly.  All  her  feelings  against  the  Party  have  been  burned  out  of 
her.  She  has  changed  herself  completely.' 

'Did  you  use  this  machine?' 

O'Brien  did  not  answer.  'Next  question,'  he  said. 

'Does  Big  Brother  exist?' 

'Of  course  he  exists.  The  Party  exists.  Big  Brother  is  the  face  of 
the  Party.' 

'Does  he  exist  in  the  same  way  that  I  exist?' 

'You  do  not  exist,'  said  O'Brien. 

How  could  he  not  exist?  But  what  use  was  it  to  say  so? 
O'Brien  would  argue  with  him  and  win  —  again.  'I  think  I  exist,' 
he  said  carefully.  'I  was  born  and  I  will  die.  I  have  arms  and  legs. 
In  that  sense,  does  Big  Brother  exist?' 

'It  is  not  important.  But,  yes.  Big  Brother  exists.' 

'Will  he  ever  die?' 
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'Ofcourse  not.  How  could  he  die?  Next  question.' 

'Does  the  Brotherhood  exist?' 

'That,  Winston,  you  will  never  know.  If  we  choose  to  free  you 
and  if  you  live  to  be  ninety  years  old,  you  will  never  learn 
whether  the  answer  to  that  question  is  Yes  or  No.' 

Winston  lay  silent.  His  chest  moved  up  and  down  as  he 
breathed.  He  still  had  not  asked  the  first  question  that  had  come 
into  his  mind.  He  wanted  to  ask  it  but  he  could  not  move  his 
tongue.  O'Brien  was  smiling.  He  knows,  thought  Winston 
suddenly,  he  knows  what  I  am  going  to  ask.  As  he  thought  that, 
the  words  fell  out  of  his  mouth: 

'What  is  in  Room  101?' 

O'Brien  was  still  smiling.  'You  know  what  is  in  Room  101, 
Winston.  Everyone  knows  what  is  in  Room  101.' 

Chapter  11  The  Last  Man 

'There  are  three  stages  in  returning  you  to  society,'  said  O'Brien. 
'There  is  learning,  there  is  understanding  and  there  is  acceptance. 
It  is  time  for  you  to  begin  the  second  stage.' 

As  always,  Winston  was  lying  flat  on  his  back.  He  was  still  tied 
to  the  bed,  but  these  days  he  was  not  tied  so  tightly.  The  machine, 
too,  was  less  frightening.  He  could  stop  them  using  it  if  he 
thought  quickly  enough.  O'Brien  pulled  the  lever  only  when  he 
said  something  stupid. 

Winston  could  not  remember  how  long  this  stage  had  lasted  — 
weeks  possibly  —  or  how  many  times  he  had  lain  down  on  the 
bed,  talking  to  O'Brien. 

'You  have  read  the  book,  Goldstein's  book,  or  parts  of  it,'  said 
O'Brien.  'Did  it  tell  you  anything  that  you  did  not  know 
already?' 

'You  have  read  it?'  said  Winston. 


'I  wrote  it.  1  was  one  of  the  people  who  wrote  it.  No  book  is 
written  by  one  person,  as  you  know.' 

'Is  any  of  it  true?' 

'It  describes  our  situation  truthfully,  yes.  Its  solutions  make  no 
sense  at  all.  The  proles  will  never  attack  the  Party  or  even  criticize 
it.  Not  in  a  thousand  years  or  a  million.  They  cannot.  I  do  not  have 
to  tell  you  the  reason:  you  know  it  already.  The  Party  will  rule  for 
all  time.  Make  that  the  starting  point  of  your  thoughts.  Now,  let  us 
turn  to  the  question  of  why  we  are  ruling.  What  do  you  think?' 

Winston  said  what  he  thought  O'Brien  wanted  to  hear.  'You 
are  ruling  over  us  for  our  own  good,'  he  said.  'You  believe  that 
people  are  not  able  to  govern  themselves  and  so  ...' 

He  screamed.  Pain  had  shot  through  his  body.  The  machine 
showed  thirty-five. 

'That  was  stupid,  Winston,  stupid!'  said  O'Brien.  'You  should 
know  better  than  to  say  a  thing  like  that.'  He  switched  the 
machine  off  and  continued.  'Now  I  will  tell  you  the  answer  to 
my  question.  The  Party  is  only  interested  in  power  —  not  in  the 
happiness  of  others,  or  money,  or  long  life.  We  want  power,  only 
power,  pure  power.  And  we  will  never,  never  let  it  go.  Now  do 
you  begin  to  understand  me?' 

Winston  thought  how  tired  O'Brien  looked.  O'Brien  moved 
forward  in  his  chair,  bringing  his  face  close  to  Winston's. 

'You  are  thinking,'  he  said,  'that  my  face  is  old  and  tired.  You 
are  thinking  that  I  talk  of  power  but  I  cannot  stop  my  own  body 
getting  old.  Can  you  not  understand, Winston,  that  each  person  is 
only  a  very  small  part  of  something  much  bigger?  And  when  the 
small  part  needs  changing,  the  whole  grows  stronger.  Do  you  die 
when  you  cut  your  hair?' 

O'Brien  turned  away  from  the  bed  and  began  to  walk  up  and 
down.  'You  must  understand  that  power  belongs  to  the  group, 
not  to  one  person.  An  individual  has  power  only  when  he 
belongs  to  a  group  so  completely  that  he  is  not  an  individual  any 
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more.  The  Party  says  that  "Freedom  is  Slavery"  but  the  opposite  is 
also  true.  Slavery  is  Freedom.  Alone  -  free  —  a  human  being  will 
die  in  the  end.  But  it  he  can  be  completely  part  of  the  Party,  not 
an  individual,  then  he  can  do  anything  and  he  lives  for  all  time. 
The  second  thing  is  that  power  means  power  over  the  human 
body  but,  above  all,  power  over  the  human  mind.  We  already 
control  everything  else.' 

For  a  moment  Winston  forgot  about  the  machine.  'How  can 
you  say  that  you  control  everything?  You  can't  control  the 
weather.  You  don't  even  control  the  Earth.  What  about  Eurasia 
and  Eastasia?  You  don't  control  them.' 

'Unimportant.  We  shall  control  them  when  we  want  to.  And  if 
we  did  not,  what  difference  would  it  make?  Oceania  is  the  world. 
Have  you  forgotten  doublethink?' 

Winston  lay  back  on  the  bed.  He  knew  he  was  right.  O'Brien 
was  saying  that  nothing  exists  outside  your  own  mind.  There 
must  be  a  way  of  showing  this  was  wrong? 

O'Brien  was  smiling.  'The  real  power,'  he  said,  'is  not  power 
over  things,  but  over  men.'  He  paused  and  for  a  moment  looked 
like  a  teacher  talking  to  a  clever  schoolboy.  'How  does  one  man 
show  that  he  has  power  over  another  man,  Winston?' 

Winston  thought.  'By  making  him  suffer,'  he  said. 

'Exactly  By  making  him  suffer.  Power  means  causing  pain. 
Power  lies  in  taking  human  minds  to  pieces  and  putting  them 
together  again  in  new  shapes  of  your  own  choice.  Do  you  begin 
to  see,  then,  what  kind  of  world  we  are  making?  It  is  the  opposite 
of  the  stupid  worlds  which  people  used  to  imagine,  worlds  of 
love  and  pleasure.  We  have  built  a  world  of  fear  and  suffering  and 
hate.  We  shall  destroy  everything  else  —  everything.  We  are 
destroying  the  love  between  child  and  parent,  between  man  and 
man,  and  between  man  and  woman.  In  the  future  there  will  be 
no  wives  and  no  friends.  Children  will  be  taken  from  their 
mothers  when  they  are  born.  There  will  be  no  love,  except  the 


love  of  Big  Brother.  Nobody  will  laugh,  except  at  an  enemy  they 
have  destroyed.  There  will  be  no  art,  no  literature,  no  science.  If 
you  want  a  picture  of  the  future,  Winston,  imagine  a  boot 
stamping  on  a  human  face  —  for  ever.' 

Winston  could  not  say  anything.  His  heart  seemed  frozen. 

O'Brien  continued:'You  are  beginning,  I  can  see,  to  understand 
what  that  world  will  be  like.  But  in  the  end  you  will  do  more  than 
understand  it.  You  will  accept  it,  welcome  it,  become  part  of  it.' 

Winston  was  still  just  strong  enough  to  speak.  'You  can't,'  he 
said  weakly. 

'What  do  you  mean,  Winston?' 

'If  a  society  were  built  on  hate,  it  would  fall  to  pieces.' 

'No,  no.  You  think  that  hating  is  more  tiring  than  loving. 
Why  should  it  be?  And  even  if  it  was  true,  what  difference  would 
it  make?' 

Winston  was  helpless  again,  unable  to  argue,  unable  to  find  the 
words  to  explain  the  horror  that  he  felt.  'Something  will  beat 
you,'  he  said,  finally.  'Life  will  beat  you.' 

'We  control  life,  Winston.  And  we  control  the  way  people  are. 
People  can  be  changed  very  easily,  you  know.' 

'No!  I  know  that  you  will  fail.  There  is  something  in  all 

human  beings  that  will  beat  you.' 

'  A  n  d  are  you  a  human  being, Winston?  Are  you  a  man?' 

Yes.' 

'If  you  are  a  man, Winston,  you  are  the  last  man.  Your  kind  of 
man  is  finished.  Do  you  understand  that  you  are  alone?  Yon  are 
outside  history,  you  do  not  exist.'  His  voice  changed  as  he  gave 
Winston  a  hard  look.  And  you  think  you  are  better  than  us, 
because  we  hate  and  cause  pain?' 

'Yes,  I  think  I  am  better.' 

O'Brien  did  not  speak.  Two  other  voices  were  speaking.  After 
a  moment  Winston  recognized  one  of  the  voices  as  his  own.  It 
was  the  conversation  he  had  had  with  O'Brien  on  the  night  he 
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had  joined  the  Brotherhood.  He  heard  himself  promising  to 
murder  another  person,  to  cause  the  death  of  hundreds  of 
innocent  people,  to  make  a  child  blind  and  destroy  its  face. 
O'Brien  pressed  a  switch  and  the  voices  stopped. 

'Get  up  from  the  bed,1  he  said. 

Winston  got  off  the  bed  and  stood  up  with  difficulty. 

'You  are  the  last  man,1  said  O'Brien.  'Are  you  really  better  than 
us?  You're  going  to  see  yourself  as  you  are.  Take  off  your  clothes.' 

Winston  took  his  dirty  overalls  off  and  saw  himself  in  a  three-sided 
mirror  at  the  end  of  the  room.  He  cried  out  at  the  horrible  sight. 

'Move  closer,'  said  O'Brien.  'Look  at  yourself  closely  in  the 
three  mirrors.' 

Winston  had  stopped  walking  towards  the  mirror  because  he 
was  frightened.  A  bent,  grey-coloured  thing  was  walking  towards 
him  in  the  mirror.  His  face  was  completely  changed.  He  had  very 
little  hair,  his  back  was  bent,  he  was  terribly  thin.  This  looked  like 
the  body  of  an  old,  dying  man. 

'You  have  thought  sometimes,'  said  O'Brien,  'that  my  face  — 
the  face  of  a  member  of  the  Inner  Party  —  looks  old  and  tired. 
What  do  you  think  of  your  own  face?'  He  pulled  out  a  handful 
of  Winston's  hair.  'Even  your  hair  is  coming  out  in  handfuls. 
Open  your  mouth.  Nine,  ten,  eleven  teeth  left.  How  many  did 
you  have  when  you  came  to  us?  And  they  are  dropping  out  of 
your  head.  Look  here!' 

He  took  hold  of  one  of  Winston's  few  front  teeth  between  his 
thumb  and  two  fingers.  Pain  filled  Winston's  face.  O'Brien  had 
pulled  out  the  loose  tooth.  He  threw  it  across  the  cell. 

'You  are  falling  to  pieces,'  he  said.  'You  are  dirty.  Did  you  know 
you  smell  like  a  dog?  What  are  you?  Just  a  dirty  animal.  Now 
look  into  that  mirror  again.  That  is  the  last  man.' 

Before  he  knew  what  he  was  doing,  Winston  had  sat  on  a 
small  chair  near  the  mirror  and  started  to  cry.  'You  did  it !'  he  said, 
through  his  tears.  'You  made  me  look  like  this.' 


O'Brien  put  a  hand  on  his  shoulder,  almost  kindly.  'No, 
Winston.  You  did  it  yourself  when  you  stopped  obeying  the 
Party'  He  paused  for  a  moment  and  then  continued.  'We  have 
beaten  you,  Winston.  We  have  broken  you.  You  have  seen  your 
body.  Your  mind  is  in  the  same  state.  There  is  nothing  that  we  did 
not  make  you  do.' 

Winston  stopped  crying.  'I  have  not  betrayed  Julia,'  he  said. 

O'Brien  looked  down  at  him  thoughtfully.  'No,'  he  said.  'No, 
that  is  true.  You  have  not  betrayed  Julia.' 

Winston  thought  again  how  intelligent  O'Brien  was. 
Nothing,  it  seemed,  could  stop  him  admiring  the  man.  O'Brien 
had  understood  that  Winston  still  loved  Julia  and  that  meant 
more  than  betraying  the  details  of  their  meetings. 

'Tell  me,'  he  said.  'How  soon  will  they  shoot  me?' 

'It  might  be  a  long  time,'  said  O'Brien.  'You  are  a  difficult  case. 
But  don't  give  up  hope.  Everyone  is  cured  sooner  or  later.  In  the 
end  we  shall  shoot  you.' 

Chapter  12  Room  101 

He  was  much  better.  He  was  getting  fatter  and  stronger  every 
day.  The  new  cell  was  more  comfortable  than  the  others  he  had 
been  in.  There  was  a  bed  and  a  chair  to  sit  on.  There  was  paper 
and  an  ink-pencil.  They  had  given  him  a  bath  and  they  let  him 
wash  frequently  in  a  metal  bowl.  They  even  gave  him  warm 
water  to  wash  with.  They  had  given  him  new  overalls,  pulled  out 
the  rest  ofhis  teeth  and  given  him  new  false  teeth. 

Weeks  had  passed,  perhaps  months.  He  could  count  time 
passing  by  his  meals;  he  received,  he  thought,  three  meals  in 
twenty-four  hours.  The  food  was  surprisingly  good,  with  meat 
every  third  meal.  Once  there  was  even  a  packet  of  cigarettes. 

His  mind  grew  more  active.  He  sat  down  on  his  bed,  his  back 
against  the  wall,  and  began  to  re-train  his  mind.  He  belonged  to 
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them  now,  that  was  agreed.  As  he  realized  now,  he  had  given  in, 
he  had  been  ready  to  belong  to  them,  a  long  time  before  he  had 
made  the  decision.  From  his  first  moment  inside  the  Ministry  of 
Love  —  and  yes,  even  when  he  and  Julia  stood  helpless  in  front  of 
the  telescreen  in  Charrington's  room  —  he  had  understood  that  it 
had  been  stupid  to  fight  against  the  power  of  the  Party. 

He  knew  that  for  seven  years  the  Thought  Police  had  watched 
him,  looking  do  wn  on  him  like  an  insect  walking  along  a  path.  They 
knew  everything  that  he  had  said  or  done.  They  had  played  his  voice 
back  to  him,  shown  him  photographs.  Some  of  them  were 
photographs  of  Julia  and  himself.  Yes,  even  ...  He  could  not  fight 
against  the  Party  now.  And  why  should  he?  The  Party  was  right. 

He  began  to  write,  with  big  child-like  letters: 

FREEDOM  IS  SLAVERY 

TWO  AND  TWO  MAKE  FIVE 

And  while  he  worked  on  crimestop  inside  his  mind,  he 
wondered  when  they  would  shoot  him.  They  might  keep  him 
here  for  years,  they  might  let  him  out  for  a  short  time  —  as  they 
sometimes  did.  But  one  day  they  would  shoot  him.  You  never 
knew  when.  Often  they  shot  you  from  behind,  in  the  back  of 
the  head. 

One  day  -  or  one  night  perhaps  -  he  had  a  dream.  He  was 
waiting  for  them  to  shoot  him.  He  was  out  in  the  sunshine  and 
he  called  out,  Julia!  Julia!  My  love!  Julia!' 

He  lay  back  on  the  bed,  frightened.  How  many  years  had  he 
added  to  his  time  in  this  cell  by  shouting  out  her  name? 

There  was  the  noise  of  boots  outside.  O'Brien  walked  into  the 
cell.  Behind  him  were  the  officer  with  the  emotionless  face  and 
the  black-uniformed  guards. 

'You  have  had  thoughts  of  betraying  me,'  he  said.  'That  was 
stupid.  Tell  me,  Winston  -  and  tell  me  the  truth  because  I  will  know 
if  you  are  lying  -  tell  me,  what  do  you  really  think  of  Big  Brother?' 

'I  hate  him.' 


'You  hate  him.  Good.  Then  the  time  has  come  for  you  to  take 
the  last  step.  You  must  love  Big  Brother.' 

He  pushed  Winston  towards  the  guards.  'Room  101,'  he  said. 

Winston  always  knew  if  the  cells  were  high  up  or  low  down  in 
the  building.  The  air  was  different.  This  place  was  many  metres 
underground,  as  deep  down  as  it  was  possible  to  go. 

It  was  bigger  than  most  of  the  cells  he  had  been  in.  There  were 
two  small  tables  in  front  of  him.  One  was  a  metre  or  two  away, 
the  other  was  near  the  door.  He  was  tied  to  a  chair  so  tightly  that 
he  could  not  move,  not  even  his  head.  He  had  to  look  straight  in 
front  of  him. 

O'Brien  came  in.  'You  asked  me  once,'  he  said,  'what  was  in 
Room  101.  I  said  that  you  knew  the  answer  already.  Everyone 
knows  it.  In  Room  101  there  is  the  worst  thing  in  the  world.’ 

The  door  opened  again.  A  guard  came  in  carrying  a  box. 
There  was  a  tube  at  the  front  of  it.  He  put  it  down  on  the  table 
near  the  door. 

’The  worst  thing  in  the  world,’  said  O'Brien,  'is  different  for 
each  person.  It  may  be  death  by  fire,  or  by  water,  or  fifty  other 
deaths.  Sometimes  it  is  something  quite  small,  that  does  not  even 
kill  you.' 

He  had  moved  to  one  side  and  Winston  could  now  see  what 
was  on  the  table.  It  was  a  big  metal  box  and  through  holes  in  the 
sides  he  could  see  movement.  Rats. 

'For  you,'  said  O'Brien,  'the  worst  thing  in  the  world  is  rats.' 

Winston  had  been  afraid  before,  but  suddenly  he  understood 
what  the  tube  was  for.  He  felt  very,  very  sick. 

'You  can't  do  that!'  he  screamed.  'O'Brien!  What  do  you  want 
me  to  do?' 

'Pain  alone,'  said  O'Brien  quietly,  'is  not  always  enough.  The 
rat,'  he  continued,  like  a  teacher  giving  a  lesson,  'eats  meat.  In  the 
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poor  parts  of  the  town  a  mother  cannot  leave  her  baby  outside 
because  in  ten  minutes  there  will  only  be  bones  left.  Rats  are  also 
very  intelligent.  They  know  when  a  human  being  is  helpless.' 

The  rats  were  big  and  brown,  they  were  making  little  high 
cries,  fighting  with  each  other.  O'Brien  moved  the  box  until  it 
was  a  metre  from  Winston's  face. 

'You  understand  this  box  and  tube?  One  end  of  the  tube  goes 
into  the  box  and  the  other,  wider  end  goes  over  your  face.  When 
I  press  this  switch,  a  door  into  the  tube  will  open  and  the  rats  will 
run  along  it  towards  your  face.  Sometimes  they  attack  the  eyes 
first.  Sometimes  they  eat  through  the  face,  into  the  tongue.' 

One  end  of  the  tube  was  put  over  his  face.  He  could  see  the 
first  rat,  its  face,  its  teeth. 

He  knew  there  was  only  one  hope,  one  last  hope.  He  needed 
to  put  someone  else  between  himself  and  that  rat.  He  needed  to 
give  them  someone  else.  And  he  heard  himself  shouting, 
screaming,  'Do  it  to  Julia!  Do  it  to  Julia!  Not  me!  Julia!  I  don't 
care  what  you  do  to  her.  Destroy  her  face,  leave  only  bones.  Not 
me!  Julia!  Not  me!' 

He  heard  O'Brien  touch  the  switch  and  knew  he  had  closed 
the  door  to  the  tube,  not  opened  it. 


The  Chestnut  Tree  Cafe  was  almost  empty.  It  was  the  lonely  time 
of  fifteen  hours.  Music  came  from  the  telescreens  now  but  Winston 
was  listening  for  news  of  the  war.  Oceania  was  at  war  with 
Eurasia.  Oceania  had  always  been  at  war  with  Eurasia.  He  drank  a 
glass  of  gin,  although  it  tasted  terrible.  A  waiter  brought  him  that 
day's  Times. 

His  finger  moved  on  the  table.  He  wrote  in  the  dust: 

2  +  2=  5 

'They  can't  get  inside  you,'  she  had  said.  But  they  could  get 
inside  you.  And  when  they  did,  something  inside  you  died. 


He  wrote  in  the  dust: 
2+2  =  5 
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He  had  seen  her;  he  had  even  spoken  to  her.  There  was  no 
danger  in  it.  He  knew  that.  They  took  no  interest  in  him  now. 
They  could  even  see  each  other  again  if  either  of  them  wanted 
to.  B  ut  they  did  not  want  to. 

He  had  met  her  by  chance  in  the  park  on  a  cold  day  in  March. 
She  was  fatter  now.  She  had  walked  away  from  him  at  first.  When 
he  caught  her,  he  put  his  arm  round  her  waist  but  did  not  try  to 
kiss  her.  He  did  not  want  to  kiss  her. 

They  sat  down  on  two  iron  chairs,  not  too  close  together. 
There  were  no  telescreens  here  but  possibly  hidden  microphones. 
It  did  not  matter. 

'I  betrayed  you,'  she  said. 

'I  betrayed  you,  too,' he  said. 

'In  the  end  they  do  something  so  terrible  that  you  say  "Don't 
do  it  to  me,  do  it  to  somebody  else,  do  it  to  the  person  I  love." 
You  only  care  about  yourself.' 

'You  only  care  about  yourself,'  he  had  agreed. 

And  he  had  meant  it.  He  had  not  just  said  it,  he  had  wished  it. 
He  had  wanted  her  at  the  end  of  the  tube  when  they  .  .. 

Something  changed  on  the  telescreen  in  the  Chestnut  Tree 
Cafe.  The  music  stopped  and  the  face  of  Big  Brother  filled  the 
telescreen.  Winston  looked  up  at  the  enormous  face  with  the 
moustache.  Tears  ran  down  his  face  and  he  was  happy.  He  had 
won  the  fight  with  himself.  He  loved  Big  Brother. 


ACTIVITIES 


Chapters  1-2 
Before  you  read 

1  In  1984 ,  George  Orwell  warns  us  how  future  governments  could 
make  life  worse  for  ordinary  people.  How  might  future  governments 
use  these  to  make  life  worse? 

computers  schools  cameras  information 

2  Look  at  the  Word  List  at  the  back  of  the  book.  Find  words  for: 
a  groups  or  organizations  of  people 

b  people 

c  places  where  people  spend  time 
d  actions  through  which  other  people  could  harm  you 
e  things  that  you  can  buy  in  a  shop 

While  you  read 

3  Are  these  sentences  about  Winston  true  (/)  or  false  (X)? 
a  He  is  a  big  man  with  dark  hair. 

b  He  turns  off  the  telescreen. 
c  He  works  in  the  Ministry  of  Truth, 
d  He  joins  the  Two  Minutes  Hate, 
e  He  throws  a  dictionary  at  the  telescreen. 
f  He  breaks  the  law. 

g  He  organizes  evening  activities  for  the  Party, 
h  He  is  hurt  by  a  bomb. 

Afteryou  read 

4  Who  or  what  are  these?  How  are  they  important  to  Big  Brother? 
telescreens 

Miniluv 

Emmanuel  Goldstein 
the  Thought  Police 
Newspeak 
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5  How  does  Winston  feel  about  these?  Why? 
a  his  childhood 

b  telescreens 
c  the  Thought  Police 
d  the  girl  from  the  Fiction  Department 
e  Emmanuel  Goldstein 
f  O'Brien 
g  his  diary 

6  Discuss  these  questions  with  another  student.  What  do  you 
think? 

a  Look  at  the  slogans  on  page  2.  Can  you  think  of  any  more 
slogans  for  Big  Brother? 
b  What  happens  inside  the  Ministry  of  Love? 
c  Why  is  Oceania  always  at  war? 

d  What  is  Winston  really  thinking  while  he  is  shouting  at  the 
telescreen? 

e  Are  Winston  and  Tom  Parsons  friends?  Why  (not)? 

Chapters  3-4 

Before  you  read 

7  Discuss  these  questions. 

a  What  do  you  think  these  Newspeak  words  might  mean? 

speakwrite  unperson  ungood  facecrime  ownlife 
b  What  do  you  think  workers  do  at  the  Ministry  of  Truth? 

While  you  read 

8  Who  or  what  are  these  sentences  about? 

a  Winston  re-writes  part  of  it . 

b  It  does  not  exist  in  the  Ministry 

of  Truth . 

c  He  is  a  hero  who  never  existed . 

d  Ampleforth  re-writes  them . 

e  Syme  is  re-writing  it . 
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f  It  brings  tears  to  Winston's  eyes . 

g  Winston  talks  to  them  in  the 

canteen . 

h  They  were  vaporized  in  the  1950s . 

i  Party  members  do  not  usually  go 

there . 

j  Winston  bought  it  from  Charrington . 

After  you  read 

9  Look  at  your  answers  to  question  7a.  Were  your  answers  correct? 
If  not,  what  are  the  right  answers? 

10  Answer  these  questions. 

Why: 

a  does  Winston  think  that  Syme  will  be  vaporized? 
b  does  Winston  look  with  disbelief  at  the  telescreen  in  the 
canteen? 

c  did  Winston  and  his  wife  separate? 

What: 

d  is  the  largest  department  in  the  Ministry  of  Truth? 
e  happens  in  the  underground  rooms  below  the  Ministry  of 
Love? 

f  does  Winston  like  about  the  small  room  above  Charrington's 
shop? 

11  Work  with  another  student.  Have  this  conversation  between 
Winston  and  a  member  of  the  Thought  Police. 

Student  A:  You  are  the  Thought  Police  Officer.  You  think  that 
Winston  is  guilty  of  thoughtcrime,  facecrime  and 
ownlife.  Tell  him  why. 

Student  B:  You  are  Winston.  Tell  the  Thought  Police  Officer  why 
you  are  not  guilty  of  the  crimes.  Make  your  lies  as 
believable  as  possible! 
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Chapters  5-6 

Before  you  read 

12  Look  at  the  pictures  in  Chapters  5  and  6.  Who  is  the  girl  in  these 
pictures?  What  do  you  already  know  about  her?  How  do  you  think 
she  will  be  important  in  the  next  part  of  the  story? 

While  you  read 

13  Circle  the  correct  words. 

a  Winston  reads  the  girl's  message  in  his  office/the  toilet. 
b  The  countryside  is  a  dangerouslsafe  place  to  meet, 
c  Julia  is  much/slightly  younger  than  Winston, 
d  Julia  likes  Winston  because  he  hates  the  Party/is  good- 
looking. 

e  Winston  is/is  not  Julia's  first  boyfriend, 
f  Julia  likes  books/machinery. 

g  Katherine  did  not  tell  the  Thought  Police  about  her  husband 
because  she  was  afraid/unintelligent. 
h  Winston  thinks  that  he  and  Julia  will/will  not  be  caught. 

After  you  read 

14  Who  is  speaking?  Who  to?  What  do  the  underlined  words  mean? 
a  'Can  you  remember  all  that?' 

b  'I  hated  the  sight  of  you.' 

c  'It's  the  only  way  to  be  safe.' 

d  'When  I  first  saw  you,  I  knew  you  were  against  them.1 

e  'Have  you  done  this  before?' 

f  'This  is  the  one  I'm  really  proud  of.' 

g  'It's  the  one  thing  they  can't  do.' 

h  They  are  the  most  horrible  things  in  the  world.' 

15  Discuss  these  questions  with  another  student.  What  do  you  think? 
Why? 

a  Do  Julia  and  Winston  really  love  each  other? 
b  How  does  Winston  feel  about  Julia's  other  boyfriends?  Do  you 
agree  with  him? 

c  Is  Winston  right  to  rent  the  room  above  Mr  Charrington's 
shop? 


Chapters  7-8 

Before  you  read 

16  Read  again  the  last  sentence  in  Chapter  6  and  discuss  these 
questions  with  another  student: 

a  In  what  sense  is  the  room  'a  world'? 
b  In  what  sense  is  it  a  'past  world'? 

c  In  what  sense  are  Winston  and  Julia  the  last  two  people  who 
are  still  living? 

d  What  do  you  think  the  future  will  be  like  for  them? 

While  you  read 

17  In  which  order  do  these  happen?  Number  them  1-8. 
a  Winston  thinks  about  the  importance  of  the  proles. 
b  Winston  and  Julia  drink  to  Emmanuel  Goldstein. 

c  Winston  reads  Goldstein's  book, 
d  Syme  disappears, 
e  Oceania  goes  to  war  with  Eastasia. 
f  Winston  tells  Julia  about  O'Brien, 
g  Soldiers  come  into  Mr  Charrington's  shop, 
h  Winstone  and  Julia  visit  O'Brien. 

After  you  read 

18  Match  the  correct  endings  on  page  74  for  these  sentences, 
a  Parsons  is  happy  because  he  ... 

b  Julia  disagrees  with  Winston  because  she  ... 
c  Winston  feels  sure  that  O'Brien  is  against  the  Party 
because  O'Brien  ... 

d  Winston  and  Julia  re  surprised  because  O'Brien  ... 
e  Winston  tells  O'Brien  his  secret  because  he  ... 
f  Winston  cannot  taste  the  wine  because  he  ... 
g  At  the  beginning  of  the  twentieth  century,  equality 
became  possible  because  machines  ... 
h  The  Middle  and  Low  groups  could  not  move  up  in 
society  because  the  Inner  Party  ... 
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i  The  Party  is  never  criticized  because  nobody  ... 
j  Winston  is  shocked  because  Mr  Charrington  ... 

1)  usually  drinks  gin. 

2)  can  remember  the  past. 

3)  did  most  of  the  work. 

4)  can  switch  off  the  telescreen. 

5)  owned  almost  everything. 

6)  is  helping  to  organize  Hate  Week. 

7)  talks  about  an  unperson. 

8)  thinks  that  Goldstein  does  not  exist. 

9)  is  a  member  of  the  Thought  Police. 

10)  wants  to  join  the  Brotherhood. 

19  Is  the  Party  for  or  against  these  things?  Why? 
equality  doublethink  war  history  the  Brotherhood 

Chapters  9-10 
Before  you  read 

20  How  do  you  think  these  might  be  important  in  the  next  part  of  the 
story? 

The  Ministry  of  Love  O'Brien  Ampleforth  Parsons  pain 
Winston's  diary 

While  you  read 

21  Underline  the  correct  answer. 

a  Ampleforth  is  a  prisoner  because  he 

1)  is  guilty  of  thoughtcrime. 

2)  uses  a  wrong  word  in  a  poem, 
b  Parsons  feels 

1)  proud  of  his  daughter. 

2)  angry  with  Big  Brother. 

c  Winston  suffers  great  pain  because  he  does  not  believe 

1)  what  he  is  told. 

2)  that  he  is  guilty. 


d  O'Brien  wants  to 

1)  change  Winston. 

2)  punish  Winston. 

e  O'Brien  refuses  to  tell  Winston 

1)  what  happened  to  Julia. 

2)  whether  the  Brotherhood  exists. 

After  you  read 

22  Discuss  these  questions  with  another  student. 

a  Who  does  Winston  think  about  most  when  he  first  arrives  at  the 
Ministry  of  Love?  Why? 

b  O'Brien  says  'You  knew  this,  Winston.  You  have  always  known 
it.'  What  is  he  talking  about? 

c  Why  is  O'Brien  so  interested  in  the  number  of  fingers  he  shows 
Winston? 

d  Does  Winston  hate  O'Brien?  Why  (not)? 

Chapters  11-12 

Before  you  read 

23  Discuss  these  questions. 

a  What  do  you  think  is  going  to  happen  to  Winston  in  Room 
101? 

b  Will  there  be  a  happy  ending  for  Winston  and  Julia?  Why  (not)? 
While  you  read 

24  There  is  one  wrong  word  in  each  sentence.  Underline  it  and  write 
the  correct  word. 

a  O'Brien  wrote  all  of  Goldstein's  book . 

b  The  Party  is  not  interested  in  power, 

long  life  or  happiness . 

c  O'Brien  thinks  that  the  individual  is 

more  important  than  the  group . 

d  In  the  future,  there  will  be  no  art, 

literature  or  music . 

e  O'Brien  shows  Winston  a  picture . 
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f  Room  101  is  the  second  stage  in 

Winston's  return  to  society . 

g  O'Brien  opens  the  door  to  the  tube 

because  Winston  has  betrayed  Julia . 

h  When  Winston  sees  Big  Brother  on  the 
telescreen  in  the  Chestnut  Tree  Cafe, 

he  feels  sad . 

Afteryou  read 

25  Do  you  agree  with  these  opinions  of  1984?  Why  (not)?  Discuss 
your  ideas  with  another  student. 

a  The  book  is  still  popular  because  it  is  a  great  love  story  and  a 
great  adventure  story, 
b  The  world  of  1984  will  never  come  true, 
c  The  world  of  7984  has  already  come  true, 
d  The  story  would  be  better  if  it  had  a  happier  ending. 

Writing 

26  Imagine  that  you  are  Syme  (Chapter  3).  Invent  ten  new  words  for 
the  Newspeak  dictionary.  What  do  they  mean? 

27  Imagine  that  you  are  Winston  at  the  end  of  Chapter  4.  Write  about 
recent  events  in  your  diary.  Describe  the  people  that  you  know 
and  your  feelings  about  them. 

28  Imagine  that  you  are  a  Party  spy.  Write  a  report  on  the  activities  of 
Winston  and  Julia  in  Chapters  5  and  6. 

29  What  happened  to  Syme  (Chapter  7)1  Why  was  he  vaporized? 
Write  his  story. 

30  Imagine  that  you  are  Julia  (Chapter  6).  Write  a  letter  to  a  friend 
about  Winston.  What  is  he  like?  Why  do  you  like  him?  What  are 
your  plans  together? 

31  Write  a  list  of  Party  rules  for  people  in  Oceania.  What  are  they  not 
allowed  to  do,  according  to  the  story? 

32  Write  a  short  history  of  Oceania  from  1950-1984,  according  to 
Goldstein's  book  (Chapter  8). 
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33  'The  future  belonged  to  the  proles;  Party  members  were  the  dead.' 
(Chapter  8)  Imagine  you  are  Winston.  Explain  your  ideas  in  an 
article  for  a  political  magazine  against  the  Party. 

34  O'Brien  says,  'The  worst  thing  in  the  world  is  different  for  each 
person.'  (Chapter  12)  What  would  be  in  your  Room  101?  Why? 

35  Imagine  that  you  are  Julia  (Chapter  12).  Write  a  letter  to  Winston. 
Describe  your  experiences  in  the  Ministry  of  Love.  Why  can't  you 
see  him  again? 
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WORD  LIST 

article  (n)  a  piece  of  writing  in  a  newspaper  or  magazine 
betray  (v)  to  harm  a  person,  group  or  country  by  telling  their  secrets 
brotherhood  (n)  an  organization  of  people  with  the  same  aims  or 
beliefs 

canteen  (n)  a  place  in  an  office,  factory  or  school  where  people  go  to 
eat  and  drink 

cell  (n)  a  small  room  "where  prisoners  are  kept 

comrade  (n)  a  word  used  to  talk  to  or  about  a  person  in  some  socialist 
groups  or  countries 

dial  (n)  the  part  of  a  machine  that  has  numbers  which  show  you 
measurements 

edition  (n)  the  copies  of  a  book,  newspaper  or  magazine  that  are  all  the 
same 

freedom  (n)  the  state  of  being  free  to  live  your  life  as  you  want  to 
gin  (n)  a  clear,  strong  alcoholic  drink 

hang  (v)  to  kill  someone  by  tying  something  around  their  neck  and 
taking  the  support  away  from  under  their  feet 
ignorance  (n)  the  state  of  having  no  knowledge  or  information  about 
something 

individual  (n)  one  person  in  a  group  or  society 
league  (n)  a  group  of  people  with  similar  aims  or  beliefs 
lever  (n)  a  handle  on  a  machine  that  you  push  to  make  the  machine 
work 

mansions  (n  pi)  a  word  used  in  the  name  for  a  building  in  which  there 
are  a  lot  of  flats 

ministry  (n)  a  government  department 

Overalls  (n  pi)  a  piece  of  clothing  that  you  wear  over  your  shirt  and 
trousers  to  protect  them 

party  (n)  an  organization  of  people  with  the  same  political  aims 
poster  (n)  a  large  notice  or  picture 

prole  (n)  a  working-class  person  (often  an  offensive  word  when  used 
now) 

razor  blade  (n)  the  small,  sharp,  flat  piece  of  metal  inside  a  razor  that  is 
used  for  shaving 


slavery  (n)  the  use  of  people  who  are  owned  by  other  people  and  are 
not  free 

slogan  (n)  a  short,  clever  sentence  used  in  advertising  or  politics 
stamp  (v)  to  put  your  foot  down  on  something  very  hard 
sweat  (n)  liquid  that  comes  out  through  your  skin  when  you  are  hot 
or  nervous 

telescreen  (n)  a  piece  of  equipment,  like  a  large  television,  on  which 
pictures  are  shown 

truth  (n)  the  true  facts  about  something 

vaporise  (v)  to  change  something  into  gas;  to  make  something 
disappear 

victory  (n)  success  in  a  war 


1984 


Winston  Smith  lives  in  a  society  where  the  government  controls 
people's  lives  every  second  of  the  day.  Alone  in  his  small, 
one-room  apartment,  Winston  dreams  of  a  better  life.  Is  freedom 
from  this  life  of  suffering  possible?  There  must  be  something  that 
the  Party  cannot  control  -  something  like  love,  perhaps? 
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About  the  author 

George  Orwell  (Eric  Arthur  Blair)  was  born  in  India  into 
a  middle-class  English  family  in  1903.  Ele  went  to  private 
school  in  England  where  he  learnt  to  distrust  the  British 
class  system,  and  in  1 922  he  started  work  as  a  policeman 
in  Burma.  In  1927,  Orwell  returned  to  Europe,  choosing 
to  live  among  the  poorest  people  in  order  to  challenge  his 
own  middle-class  viewpoint.  He  wrote  Down  and  Out  in 
Paris  and  London  about  his  experiences.  From  this  point 
Orwell  became  a  passionate  supporter  of  socialist  ideals 
and  his  politics  are  strongly  represented  in  everything  that 
he  wrote.  In  1936,  Orwell  went  to  Spain  to  report  on 
the  Spanish  Civil  War.  He  joined  forces  against  General 
Franco’s  Fascist  rebellion.  He  wrote  about  his  experiences 
and  his  hope  for  the  future  of  Spanish  socialism  in  Homagt 
to  Catalonia  (1938). 

Orwell  worked  as  a  reporter  during  the  Second  World 
War  (1939-45).  In  1943  he  started  writing  Animal  Farm, 
his  celebrated  political  satire  about  the  communist  regime 
in  Russia.  He  wrote  his  other  world-famous  masterpiece, 
1984  in  1948-49,  and  died  only  a  year  later. 

Summary 

Winston  Smith  lives  in  an  imaginary  future  where  the 
government  (‘Big  Brother’)  watches  and  controls  the 
actions  and  thoughts  of  all  citizens.  He  lives  in  London  - 
a  dirty  city  destroyed  by  an  on-going  war.  There  is  no 
good  housing  or  food  for  ordinary  citizens  and  things 
that  break  down  are  rarely  repaired.  Winston  works 
for  the  Ministry  of  Truth  where  he  rewrites  facts  about 
history  and  politics.  The  Ministry  uses  this  propaganda 
to  brainwash  its  citizens  and  prevent  any  criticism.  But 
Winston  is  different  from  the  people  around  him:  he  is 
still  able  to  think  for  himself.  He  instinctively  hates  the 


system  under  which  he  is  forced  to  live  and  he  is  desperate 
to  express  his  own  opinions  and  feelings. 

Chapters  1—2:  One  afternoon  in  London  in  1984 
Winston  Smith  begins  a  diary.  He  wants  to  write  about 
his  feelings  about  the  society  he  lives  in.  In  the  state  of 
Oceania,  Big  Brother  and  the  Thought  Police  watch 
everyone,  with  the  help  of  telescreens  everywhere.  As 
he  begins  his  diary,  Winston  remembers  a  pretty,  dark 
woman  at  the  Ministry  during  the  Two  Minutes  Hate 
for  Emmanuel  Goldstein,  the  enemy  of  the  People.  He 
is  afraid  of  her.  He  also  thinks  of  O’Brien,  an  important 
member  of  the  Inner  Party  who  may  share  Winston’s 
feelings  about  Oceania.  Winston  is  interrupted  by  his 
neighbour  Mrs  Parsons.  She  is  the  wife  ofTom  Parsons, 
a  faithful  and  stupid  Party  member.  She  asks  Winston  for 
help  with  her  sink.  While  Winston  helps  her  he  is  attacked 
by  her  two  children.  The  children  scream  that  Winston  is 
a  thoughtcriminal,  someone  who  thinks  thoughts  that  are 
not  allowed.  The  mother  is  afraid  of  her  children. 

Chapters  3-4:  Winston  works  at  the  Ministry  of  Truth, 
Minitrue,  in  the  language  of  Newspeak.  Winston  changes 
the  words  of  the  news  so  that  they  are  the  same  as  what 
the  Party  says.  Words  are  important  because  without 
language  people  cannot  think.  Newspeak  is  a  way  of 
controlling  people  by  destroying  language.  People  can 
also  be  destroyed  or  vaporized,  and,  in  Newspeak,  they 
become  unpersons.  Winston  goes  to  a  cafe  for  lunch  and 
sees  the  pretty,  dark  girl  again.  Later,  Winston  writes  in 
his  diary  again  and  tries  to  remember  his  parents,  who 
were  vaporized  when  he  was  quite  young.  He  writes 
about  a  woman  whom  he  paid  to  have  sex.  He  thinks 
of  his  wife  Katherine  and  their  short  marriage.  She  was 
not  interested  in  sex,  but  thought  it  was  a  necessary  duty 
to  have  children.  Later,  Winston  goes  for  a  walk  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  the  proles,  the  poor  people  who  do  the 
hardest  work  in  Oceania.  He  comes  to  the  shop  where  he 
bought  the  diary  and  the  shop  keeper,  Mr  Charrington, 
invites  him  to  look  at  a  room  above  the  shop.  He  thinks 
that  he  would  like  to  live  there;  it  has  no  telescreen. 

Chapters  5-6:  The  pretty,  dark  girl  sends  a  message  to 
Winston  saying  that  she  loves  him.  They  agree  to  meet 
in  the  country.  Winston  meets  the  girl,  Julia,  and  they 
have  sex.  Winston  rents  the  room  above  the  shop  and 
he  and  Julia  often  meet  there  to  talk  and  make  love.  In  a 
world  where  sexual  love  is  not  allowed,  their  relationship 
is  as  much  an  act  against  the  party  as  it  is  an  expression 
of  emotion.  Winston  knows  that  he  and  Julia  are  in  great 
danger. 
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Chapters  7-8:  Winston  and  Julia  visit  O’Brien  at  his 
home.  They  tell  him  they  are  against  the  Party  and  want 
to  join  the  Brotherhood,  an  anti-government  organisation 
led  by  Emmanuel  Goldstein,  which  is  fighting  against 
Big  Brother.  O’Brien  tells  them  that  he  is  part  of  the 
Brotherhood  and  later  he  gives  them  a  book  by  Goldstein. 
Winston  and  Julia  return  to  their  secret  room  and 
Winston  reads  Goldstein’s  book.  Winston  and  Julia  are 
arrested  in  the  room  by  the  Thought  Police. 

Chapters  9-10:  Winston  is  in  a  prison  cell  in  the 
Ministry  of  Love,  Miniluv.  O’Brien  has  tricked  him. 

He  tells  Winston  that  Julia  has  betrayed  him.  O’Brien 
tortures  Winston  systematically.  He  wants  Winston  to 
doublethink  -  to  believe  something  that  he  knows  is  untrue 
-  in  order  to  prove  his  loyalty  to  the  Party.  Tom  Parsons 
appears  in  the  cell.  His  daughter  has  told  the  police  that 
her  father  is  guilty  of  thoughtcrime. 

Chapters  11-12:  O’Brien  admits  that  he  wrote  a  large 
part  of  Goldstein’s  book  and  that  the  Party  only  wants 
power.  O’Brien  sends  Winston  to  Room  101  where  rats, 
the  thing  that  Winston  most  fears,  are  waiting  to  eat 
him.  Finally,  he  begs  O’Brien  to  kill  Julia  rather  than 
himself  and  so  betrays  her.  Later,  Winston  is  freed  and 
he  meets  Julia.  They  both  realise  they  have  been  changed 
and  no  longer  love  each  other.  Winston’s  ability  to  think 
independently  or  to  feel  genuine  emotion  is  completely 
eroded  -  he  loves  Big  Brother. 

Background  and  themes 

Socialist  ideals:  1 984  was  written  shortly  after  the 
end  of  the  Second  World  War,  when  many  European 
countries  were  establishing  new  political  systems. 

Orwell  was  a  socialist,  believing  strongly  that  individuals 
should  be  treated  fairly  and  equally  by  their  governments. 
However,  his  in-depth  knowledge  of  European  history  and 
contemporary  politics  meant  he  was  aware  that  socialist 
ideals  were  not  easily  put  into  practice. 

Power:  In  1984,  Orwell  shows  how  and  why  a 
government  can  become  all-powerful  and  all  individual 
freedom  completely  eroded.  Goldstein’s  book  explains 
(Chapter  8)  that  absolute  equality  in  society  is  impossible. 
There  will  always  be  different  social  classes,  and  it  is 
human  nature  for  humans  to  exert  power  over  weaker 
people. 

Manipulating  language:  One  way  in  which  the 
government  maintains  and  strengthens  their  power  is 


manipulating  language.  Just  as  clever  advertising  slogans 
and  political  messages  might  persuade  us  today,  Big 
Brother  uses  language  to  plant  new  ideas  in  peoples’  minds 
and  erase  old  ones.  As  Syme  explains  in  Chapter  3,  if  a 
word  like  ‘freedom’  does  not  exist,  then  the  whole  idea  of 
freedom  also  ceases  to  exist.  Orwell  stresses  this  point  by 
inventing  a  whole  new  language,  ‘Newspeak’,  for  1984. 

Re-writing  history:  Similarly,  Orwell  exemplifies  the 
importance  of  historical  documentation.  If  an  event  is  not 
documented  it  ceases  to  exist  in  the  present.  But  it  is  only 
by  understanding  the  past  that  we  can  judge  and  make 
informed  decisions  about  our  future.  At  the  ironically 
named  Ministry  of  Truth,  Winston  and  his  colleagues 
work  on  re-writing  and  erasing  history  so  that  citizens 
remain  ignorant  and  the  Party  is  always  in  the  right. 
Winston  records  history  by  writing  in  his  diary  -  itself 
an  act  of  rebellion. 

Repression:  When  all  else  fails,  the  Party  maintains  power 
by  using  brute  force.  Those  who  do  not  conform  are  killed 
(‘vaporized’)  or  tortured  until  fear  prevents  them  from 
opposing  the  government  in  any  way.  Orwell’s  experiences 
in  Spain  exposed  him  to  human  brutality  of  the  worst 
kind.  1984  warns  us  that  ignoring  the  violent  side  of 
human  nature  can  cost  us  our  individual  freedom.  In 
1984,  difficult  political  ideas  are  expressed  in  a  very  simple 
and  elegant  style.  Almost  all  the  language  associated  with 
the  Party  is  extremely  ironic  (Big  Brother  is  a  cruel  tyrant, 
not  a  loving,  protecting  friend;  the  Ministry  of  Truth 
manufactures  lies;  and  the  Ministry  of  Love  tortures,  kills 
and  destroys).  Similarly,  the  contradictory  Party  slogans 
(War  is  Peace;  Freedom  is  Slavery;  Ignorance  is  Strength) 
reflect  the  inherent  absurdity  of  the  Party  policy  itself. 

Liberty:  Essentially,  1984  is  about  the  balance  between 
personal  liberty  and  social  order.  It  is  a  warning  of  what 
could  happen  under  a  government  that  takes  more  and 
more  responsibility  for  social  order  upon  itself. 

Discussion  activities 

Introduction 
After  reading 

1  Discuss:  Tell  students  that  George  Orwell  wrote  1984 
in  1948.  For  a  whole  generation  of  readers  1984  was 
a  possible  vision  of  the  future.  Have  students  discuss 
in  groups  what  the  historical  or  political  reality 
behind  Orwell’s  vision  was  and  if  today’s  political 
reality  makes  1984  a  possible  vision  of  the  future. 
Afterwards,  groups  compare  answers. 
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Chapters  1-2 
Before  reading 

2  Predict:  Have  students  read  the  titles  to  Part  1 , 
Thoughtcrime,  and  Chapter  1 ,  Big  Brother  Is  Watching 
You.  Ask:  What  do  you  think  thoughtcrime  is ?  Who  do 
you  think  Big  Brother  is?  What  kind  of  person  is  he? 

After  reading 

3  Check:  Students  check  and  discuss  their  predictions. 

4  Discuss:  Put  students  into  groups  and  ask  them  to 
discuss:  It  is  dangerous  for  Winston  Smith  to  write  a 
diary  in  1984.  In  what  situations  do  you  think  that 
writing  a  diary  can  be  dangerous  today ?  Afterwards 
groups  compare  answers. 

5  Write:  Tell  students:  During  the  Two  Minutes  Hate, 
the  dark  pretty  girl  and  others  scream  at  the  picture  of 
Emmanuel  Goldstein.  Ask  them  to  write  a  paragraph 
about  who  they  think  would  be  hated  as  much  today 
and  why.  Afterwards  students  compare  answers. 

6  Role  play:  Put  the  students  into  groups  of  four,  one 
pair  as  the  two  Parsons  children,  and  the  other  pair  as 
Winston  and  Mrs  Parsons.  Pair  A:  The  children  say 
that  Winston  and  Mrs  Parsons  are  thoughtcriminals. 
The  children  seem  to  know  what  Winston  has  been 
thinking  and  writing  in  his  diary.  They  also  invent 
things  about  Mrs  Parsons  and  her  husband  Tom. 

Pair  B:  Mrs  Parsons  and  Winston  try  to  make  the 
best  possible  defence. 

Chapters  3-4 
Before  reading 

7  Guess:  In  groups.  Students  read  title  of  Chapter  2 
and  guess  what  kind  of  work  Winston  and  others  do 
there.  Compare  answers. 

After  reading 

8  Write:  In  pairs  students  write  a  list  of  adjectives, 
following  the  good/ ungood  example  that  Syme 
mentions.  With  one  adjective  and  the  prefix  ‘un, 
Newspeak  is  available  to  all.  Compare  lists  and  the 
differences  between  standard  adjectives  and  those  of 
Newspeak. 

Chapters  5-6 
Before  reading 

9  Predict:  Tell  the  students:  The  pretty,  dark  girl  gives 
Winston  a  message.  Look  at  the  picture  of  the  girl  in 
Chapter  5.  What  do  you  think  the  message  says? 

After  reading 

10  Check  and  discuss:  Check  students’  predictions. 

Ask  students:  Why  is  7  love  you  a  dangerous  message 
in  198 4?  Is  it  also  dangerous  in  our  society  today? 

1 1  Role  play:  In  pairs,  students  role  play  Winston  and 
Mr  Charrington.  Mr  Charrington  tells  Winston  about 
different  objects  from  the  past  (such  as  the  diary)  that 
Winston  has  never  seen  before.  Winston  asks  him 
what  the  objects  are  for  and  how  they  work. 


Chapters  7-8 
Before  reading 

12  Predict:  Tell  students:  Winston  and  Julia  go  to 
OBrien’s  flat  and  tell  him  that  they  are  enemies  of 
Big  Brother.  What  do  you  think  OBrien  will  do? 

After  reading 

13  Artwork:  Tell  students:  Draw  a  picture  of  Emmanuel 
Goldstein,  the  enemy  of  Big  Brother.  Include  a  slogan. 
The  class  votes  for  best  picture. 

14  Discuss:  In  pairs  students  discuss:  Doublethink  is  the 
ability  to  hold  two  contradictory  thoughts  at  the  same 
time.  Do  you  think  that  people  today  also  do  this?  Give 
examples.  Is  this  a  good  thing? 

Chapters  9-10 
Before  reading 

15  Guess:  Tell  students:  In  these  chapters  three  people 
appear  in  Winstons  cell:  Ampleforth,  Parsons,  and 
OBrien.  Two  of  them  are  prisoners  and  one  works  for 
the  Thought  Police.  Which  one  works  for  the  Thought 
Police?  Students  discuss  the  questions  in  pairs. 

After  reading 

16  Discuss:  Talk  about  students  predictions  in 
activities  12  and  15. 

17  Write:  Tell  students  that  Ampleforth  was  put  in 
prison  because  he  didn’t  change  the  word  ‘God’  in 
a  poem.  Ask  them  to  write  a  short  poem  that  they 
think  the  Thought  Police  would  not  like.  Ask  some 
students  to  read  their  poem  to  the  class  and  explain 
why  they  think  the  Thought  Police  wouldn’t  like  it. 

18  Artwork:  Tell  students:  You  work  in  the  Ministry  of 
Truth,  Minitrue.  Draw  a  poster  called  Little  Brother 
is  Watching  You.  The  poster  is  for  the  Spies,  so  that 
young  children  will  spy  on  their  parents  like  Tom  Parsons’ 
children  did.  Don’t  forget  the  colour  of  the  Spies  uniform 
(page  9).  Students  vote  for  best  poster. 

Chapters  11-12 
Before  reading 

19  Discuss:  Tell  students:  Chapter  11  is  called  'The  Last 
Man  because  O’Brien  tells  Winston  that  he  is  the  last 
man.  What  do  you  think  O’Brien  means?  Is  there  a  last 
woman,  too? 

After  reading 

20  Role  play:  In  pairs  students  take  the  roles  of  either 
Winston  and  O’Brien  or  Winston  and  Julia.  They  tell 
each  other  how  they  feel  about  what  has  happened. 

21  Write:  In  pairs,  students  imagine  a  different  ending 
to  the  book  and  write  a  summary.  The  class  votes  for 
best  alternative  ending. 

Vocabulary  activities 

For  the  Word  List  and  vocabulary  activities,  go  to 

www.penguinreaders.com. 
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While  reading 
Introduction 

1  Talk  about  this  question  with  another  student 
and  write  down  your  ideas.  Newspeak  wants  to 
destroy  language  in  order  to  control  people.  But, 
is  language  necessary  for  thought?  For  example, 
could  we  imagine  love  if  there  was  not  a  word  for 
love? 

Chapters  1-2 

2  Write  the  correct  words  in  the  spaces. 

It  was  a  bright,  (a)  .  day  in  (b)  . 

and  the  (c)  . were  striking  (d)  . 

(e)  .  Smith  hurried  home  to  (f )  . 

Mansions  with  his  (g)  .  down  to  escape 

the  terrible  (h)  . 

3  What  do  the  words  in  italics  mean? 

a  (page  3)  ‘It  burned  him  inside,  but  he  felt 

more  cheerful  after.’  . 

b  (page  3)  ‘It  was  the  only  way  of  getting  razor 

blades.’ . 

c  (page  3)  ‘This  was  not  illegal.’ . 

d  (page  10)  ‘This  happened  every  month  or  two 
and  was  a  popular  evening’s  entertainment.’ 

e  (page  1 0)  ‘About  twenty  or  thirty  of 
them  were  falling  on  London  each  week.’ 

4  With  another  student  discuss  the  physical  and 
mental  differences  between  Winston  Smith, 
Big  Brother,  and  Tom  Parsons.  What  are  the 
adjectives  that  you  would  use  to  describe  each 
person?  Write  three  lists. 

Chapters  3-4 

5  Match  the  Newspeak  words  (a-h)  with  the 
definitions  (1-8). 

a  speakwrite . 

b  vaporized . 

c  unperson . 

d  prole . 

e  thoughtcrime . 

f  ungood . 

g  face  crime . 

h  ownlife . 

1)  bad 

2)  someone  who  doesn’t  exist 

3)  a  machine 

4)  separation  from  other  people 
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5)  poor  people  who  work 

6)  showing  what  one  thinks 

7)  killed 

8)  thinking  freely 

6  Answer  these  questions. 

a  Who  lives  in  the  area  where  Winston  goes 
after  writing  in  his  diary? 
b  Why  is  walking  alone  not  a  good  idea? 
c  Winston  wears  blue  overalls.  What  does  that 
mean? 

d  Who  does  the  man  in  the  shop  look  like? 
e  What  surprises  Winston  about  the  room  that 


the  man  shows  him? 

Chapters  5-6 

7  Are  these  sentences  true  (T)  or  false  (F)? 

a  The  dark,  pretty  girl  had  hurt  her  leg 
when  Winston  saw  her  four  days  later, 
b  Winston  and  the  girl  agreed  to  meet  in 

Victory  Square.  Q 

c  The  girl’s  eyes  are  a  beautiful  green  colour.  Q 
d  Winston  is  thirty-nine  years  old. 
e  Julia  likes  Winston  because  he  has  a 

handsome  face.  Q 

f  Julia  says  that  it  is  safe  to  meet  anywhere 
three  times. 


8  In  the  directions  that  Julia  gives  to  Winston 
the  underlined  words  aren’t  right.  Write  the 
correct  answer  in  the  spaces. 

After  a  half-hour  car  (a)  . journey,  turn 

left  inside  (b)  . the  station,  and  walk  two 

kilometres  along  the  river  (c)  . Then 

climb  over  a  door  (d)  . and  take  a  path 

across  a  bridge  (e)  . 

9  Discuss  this  question  with  another  student. 
Julia  thinks  that  ‘life  was  quite  simple.  You 
wanted  a  good  time;  they  (meaning  the  Party) 
wanted  to  stop  you  having  it,  so  you  broke  the 
rules’.  Do  you  break  the  rules  in  your  own  life? 

Chapters  7-8 

10  Put  these  events  in  the  right  order  to  make  a 


story,  using  numbers  1-5. 

a  Winston  and  Julia  visit  O’Brien, 

b  A  few  careless  people  talked  about  his 

absence.  Q 

c  One  morning  he  did  not  come  to  work, 
d  Syme  was  vaporized.  Q 

e  Nobody  talked  about  his  existence. 
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11  Match  a-e  with  1-5. 

a  Who  had  never  existed? . 

b  Who  was  helping  to  organize  Hate  Week? 

c  Who  had  stopped  drinking  gin  at  all  hours? 

d  Who  could  turn  the  telescreen  off?  . 

e  Who  thought  that  everybody  secretly  hated 
the  Party? . 

1)  O’Brien 

2)  Winston 

3)  Parsons 

4)  Julia 

5)  Syme 

12  Answer  these  questions  about  Goldsteins 
book. 

a  How  many  groups  does  Goldstein’s  book  say 
that  there  are  in  society? 

b  Which  group  sometimes  has  no  aim? 

c  Which  group  wants  equality? 

d  How  many  great  countries  exist  in  1984? 

e  What  are  85%  of  the  population  called? 

13  Correct  the  mistakes  in  these  sentences  about 
Goldsteins  ideas. 

a  The  aims  of  the  three  groups  are  similar, 
b  The  Middle  want  to  stay  where  they  are. 
c  The  Low  want  to  change  places  with  the 
High. 

d  Sometimes  the  High  have  no  aims  at  all. 
e  The  Middle  want  to  live  in  a  world  where 
all  people  are  equal. 

f  The  High  are  made  up  of  scientists,  teachers, 
and  journalists. 

Chapters  9-10 

14  Who  is  speaking?  Match  a-f  with  1-6. 

a  ‘We  were  working  on  a  poem  and  I  didn’t 

change  the  word  “God”.’  . 

b  ‘Of  course  I’m  guilty!’  . 

c  ‘No  faces  covered  in  the  cells.’  . 

d  ‘Haven’t  I  told  you  everything  already?’  . 
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e  ‘What  are  you  in  for?’  . 

f  ‘How  many  fingers  am  I  holding  up?’  .. 

1)  Winston  4)  a  woman 

2)  O’Brien  5)  Ampleforth 

3)  Parsons  6)  telescreen 

15  Answer  true  (T)  or  false  (F)  to  these 

statements  of  O’Brien  to  Winston, 
a  Winston  exists, 
b  Big  Brother  exists, 
c  The  Brotherhood  does  not  exist, 
d  Julia  has  not  changed, 
e  Nobody  knows  what  is  in  Room  101. 

16  Write  a  confession  with  another  student. 

Take  the  role  of  Winston,  Julia,  Ampleforth,  or 
Parsons  and  write  a  confession  for  the  Thought 
Police.  Tell  them  what  you  have  thought  or  done 
(or  dreamed!) .  Try  to  make  the  Thought  Police 
have  pity  and  decide  not  to  vaporize  you. 

Chapters  11-12 

17  Underline  the  wrong  word  in  each  sentence 
and  write  the  correct  word. 

a  Goldstein  wrote  Goldstein’s  book . 

b  The  proles  will  soon  attack  the  Party  and 

criticize  it . 

c  The  Party  wants  money.  . 

d  O’Brien  says  that  in  the  future  there  will  be 
new  art . 

e  O’Brien  says  that  the  worst  thing  in  the  world 

is  the  same  for  every  person . 

f  Winston  betrayed  himself.  . 

18  Discuss  these  questions  with  another  student, 
a  Is  there  any  way  that  Winston  could  have 

escaped  from  O’Brien  and  the  Thought 
Police? 

b  Is  there  any  kind  of  hope  for  a  better  future  in 
19841 

c  Does  O’Brien  really  believe  that  two  and  two 
are  five? 

d  Would  it  have  been  possible  for  Winston  not 
to  have  betrayed  Julia? 

19  You  are  O’Brien  and  you  are  writing  your 
diary.  Write  about  Winston  and  Julia  and  how 
you  feel  about  capturing  and  punishing  them. 
Do  you  really  believe  in  Big  Brother?  Are  you 
a  happy  man? 
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1984 

Chapters  1-2 

1  Match  these  people  (a-e),  with  their  words  (1-5). 

a  Winston . 

b  The  girl  with  dark  hair  (Julia)  . 

c  O’Brien . 

d  Mrs  Parsons . 

e  The  Parsons  boy . 

1)  ‘Pig!  Pig!’ 

2)  ‘You’ re  a  thoughtcriminal !’ 

3)  ‘Down  with  Big  Brother.’ 

4)  ‘They  wanted  to  see  the  Eurasian  prisoners 
hang.’ 

5)  ‘We  shall  meet  in  the  place  where  there  is  no 
dark.’ 

2  Answer  these  questions  about  the  book. 

a  In  what  month  does  1984  begin? 

b  Where  does  Winston  live? 


c  Who  are  Winston’s  neighbours? 
d  Is  Winston  a  happy  man? 


Chapters  3-4 

3  Are  these  sentences  true  (T)  or  false  (F)? 

a  Winston  works  in  the  Ministry  of  Love, 
b  Ogilvy  had  been  a  real  hero, 
c  Winston  thinks  that  one  of  these  days  Syme 
will  be  vaporized, 
d  Parsons  is  proud  of  his  son. 
e  In  1 984  it  was  dangerous  to  do  anything  alone, 
even  go  for  a  walk. 

f  Winston’s  friends  were  vaporized  in  the  1950s. 
g  Katherine  was  the  name  of  Winston’s  wife.  □ 

h  She  had  an  interesting  face,  until  you  found 
out  that  there  was  almost  nothing  behind  it. 
i  The  owner  of  the  shop  had  hair  that  was 
black  but  his  face  looked  surprisingly  old. 
j  There  was  no  window  in  the  room  that  the 
man  showed  to  Winston. 

Chapters  5-6 


4  Choose  words  from  box  to  complete  the  sentences. 

message  Big  Brother  Victory  Mr  Charrington 
make-up  prole  Mansions  money  mask  rat 

a  Winston  arrives  at . Square. 

b  Julia  gives  Winston  a . 
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c  Julia  is  standing  next  to  a  picture  of . 

d  Julia  puts  on . 

e  Julia  throws  a  shoe  at  a . 

Chapters  7-8 

5  Underline  the  correct  name. 

a  They  vaporized  Mrs  Parsons  /  Syme. 
b  Winston  and  Julia  visit  O’Brien  /  proles. 
c  Ampleforth  /  Mr  Charrington  is  a  member  of  the 
Thought  Police. 

d  O’Brien  gives  Winston  a  book  by  Goldstein  / 

Mr  Charrington. 

e  Winston  talks  about  the  book  with  Julia  /  Syme. 

Chapters  9-10 

6  Put  the  words  in  the  correct  order  to  make 
sentences. 

a  ‘God’  /  poem  /  a  /  leaves  /  Ampleforth  /  in 

b  thoughtcrime  /  guilty  /  thinks  /  of  /  Parsons  /  is  /  he 

c  Julia  /  O’Brien  /  Winston  /  betrayed  /  that  /  says 

d  do  not  /  our  enemies,  /  their  thoughts  /  We  / 
destroy  /  we  change  / 

e  five  /  Two  /  make  /  two  /  and 


7  Write  the  correct  names. 

a  Who  had  a  large  weak  body  and  nervous 

movements? . 

b  Who  believes  that  he  is  guilty? . 

c  Who  did  they  get  a  long  time  ago? 

d  Who  said  he  was  an  East  Asian  spy  and  that  he  had 

murdered  his  wife? . 

e  Who  betrayed  Winston? . 

Chapters  11-12 

8  Are  these  sentences  true  (T)  or  false  (F)? 

a  Winston  thought  that  O’Brien  had  the  face 
of  a  strong,  young  man. 
b  Winston  knew  that  the  rats  would  never 
reach  his  face. 

c  Winston  goes  to  the  Chestnut  Tree  Restaurant, 
d  Julia  had  become  fatter  when  Winston  saw 
her  for  the  last  time. 

e  At  the  end  of  the  novel  Winston  believes 

that  2  +  2  =  5.  I  I 
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Book  key 

1  Open  answers 

2  a  brotherhood,  league,  ministry,  party 
b  comrade,  individual,  prole 

c  canteen,  cell,  mansions 
d  betray,  hang,  vaporize 

e  gin,  lever,  overalls,  razor  blade,  poster,  (telescreen) 

3  a  X  b  X  c  /  d  /  e  X  f  X  gX  h  X 

4  a  Telescreens  are  show  television  programmes  and  can 

watch  you  at  the  same  time.  They  can  never  be 
turned  off  by  ordinary  Party  members.  They  help 
the  Party  to  control  individual  activity, 
b  Miniluv  is  the  Ministry  of  Love.  It  is  responsible  for 
law  and  order. 

c  Emmanuel  Goldstein  is  the  enemy  of  the  people. 
His  face  on  the  telescreen  is  used  for  the  Two 
Minutes  Hate,  during  which  everybody  shouts 
angrily  at  the  telescreen.  In  this  way,  all  their  hate  is 
aimed  at  him  and  not  at  Big  Brother, 
d  The  Thought  Police  can  read  private  thoughts. 

They  help  Big  Brother  to  control  people’s  thoughts 
and  to  stop  them  having  dangerous  ideas, 
e  Newspeak  is  the  new  language  of  Oceania.  It  is 
another  way  of  controlling  people’s  thoughts.  Big 
Brother  reduces  the  words  in  the  language,  and 
therefore  reduces  people’s  ability  to  think. 

5  a  He  cannot  remember  his  childhood. 

b  He  dislikes  telescreens  because  they  cannot  be  turned 
off  and  because  they  make  a  private  life  impossible, 
c  He  is  afraid  of  them.  If  they  discover  that  he  is 
writing  a  secret  diary,  they  will  punish  him. 
d  He  dislikes  her  because,  in  his  opinion,  young 
women  are  usually  spies  for  the  Party.  He  is  also 
afraid  of  her  because  she  looked  at  him  in  a  strange 
way. 

e  He  shouts  angrily  at  Emmanuel  Goldstein  during 
the  Two  Minutes  Hate,  but  does  not  really 
understand  why.  He  is  not  sure  whether  Goldstein 
and  his  spies  even  exist. 

f  He  is  interested  in  O’Brien.  He  believes  that 
O’Brien  might  share  his  dislike  of  Big  Brother, 
g  He  does  not  know  who  he  is  writing  his  diary  for. 
He  thinks  it  is  a  dangerous  activity,  but  he  cannot 
stop  himself. 


6  a-c  Open  answers 

d  He  hates  it,  but  he  cannot  stop  himself, 
e  No.  Parsons  is  unintelligent  and  too  loyal  to  the 
Party.  He  also  smells  of  sweat. 

7  Open  answers 

8  a  Big  Brother’s  speech  in  the  Times  newspaper, 
b  truth 

c  Mr  Ogilvy 
d  old  poems 

e  the  Newspeak  dictionary 
f  gin 

g  Syme,  Parsons 
h  Winston’s  parents 
i  prole  areas 
j  his  diary 

9  speakwritc.  a  machine  that  Winston  uses  for  his  work 
unperson :  a  person  who  has  disappeared 

ungood-,  bad 

facecrime-.  to  look  with  disbelief  at  a  telescreen 
ownlife :  to  do  something  alone 

10  a  Syme  is  too  intelligent.  He  understands  too  clearly 

and  speaks  too  openly. 

b  The  Ministry  of  Plenty  is  promising  more  chocolate 
when  the  amount  is  really  less  than  before, 
c  They  could  not  have  children, 
d  the  Records  Department 
e  People  are  killed. 

f  It  is  peaceful,  old-fashioned  and  has  no  telescreen. 
11-12  Open  answers 

13  a  his  office 
b  dangerous 
c  much 

d  hates  the  Party 
e  is  not 
f  machinery 
g  unintelligent 
h  will 

14  a  Julia  is  talking  to  Winston  about  directions  to  their 

future  meeting  place. 

b  Winston  is  talking  to  Julia  about  his  first  opinion  of 
her. 

c  Julia  is  talking  to  Winston  about  why  she  obeys  the 
Party  and  looks  happy  about  it. 
d  Julia  is  talking  to  Winston  about  the  Party, 
e  Winston  is  talking  to  Julia  about  secret  romantic 
meetings. 
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f  Julia  is  talking  to  Winston  about  her  bag  of  real 
coffee. 

g  Julia  is  talking  to  Winston  about  how  the  Party 
will  never  be  able  to  stop  or  change  a  person’s  true 
feelings. 

h  Winston  is  talking  to  Julia  about  rats. 

15  a  Open  answers 

b  The  more  men  she  has  had,  the  more  he  loves  her. 

+  Open  answers 
c  Open  answers 

16  Open  answers 

17  a  7  b  4  c  6  d  1  e  5  f2  g8  h3 

18  a  6  b  8  c  7  d4  elO  fl  g3  h  5 

i  2  j  9 

19  equality:  against  It  wants  the  Inner  Party  to  have  total 
power. 

doublethink :  for  It  wants  people  to  think  different 
thoughts  all  the  time.  In  this  way,  people  can  live  with 
changing  reality. 

war:  for  War  keeps  the  population  afraid,  and  the 
Middle  and  Low  groups  are  kept  in  their  places, 
history:  against  The  past  must  be  changed  so  the  Party 
can  never  be  wrong. 

the  Brotherhood:  against  They  are  Emmanuel 
Goldstein’s  spies  and  are  enemies  of  the  Party. 

20  Open  answers 

21  a  uses  a  wrong  word  in  a  poem 
b  proud  of  his  daughter 

c  what  he  is  told 
d  change  Winston 
e  whether  the  Brotherhood  exists 

22  a  He  thinks  about  O’Brien.  O’Brien  will  either  save 

him  or  give  him  a  razor  blade  to  end  his  suffering, 
b  The  fact  that  he,  O’Brien,  has  always  belonged  to 
the  Party,  not  the  Brotherhood, 
c  He  wants  to  make  Winston  believe  what  he  is  told, 
whether  it  is  true  or  not. 

d  No.  He  does  not  care  that  O’Brien  may  hurt  or  kill 
him.  O’Brien  is  a  person,  like  him.  He  wants  to 
please  O’Brien,  and  is  unhappy  that  he  cannot. 

23  Open  answers 

24  a  O’Brien  wrote  part/some  of  Goldstein’s  book. 

b  The  Party  is  not  interested  in  money ,  long  life  or 
happiness. 

c  O’Brien  thinks  that  the  individual  is  less  important 
than  the  group. 

d  In  the  future,  there  will  be  no  art,  literature  or 
science. 


e  O’Brien  shows  Winston  a  mirror. 
f  Room  101  is  the  third  stage  in  Winston’s  return  to 
society. 

g  O’Brien  closes  the  door  to  the  tube  because  Winston 
has  betrayed  Julia. 

h  When  Winston  sees  Big  Brother  on  the  telescreen  in 
the  Chestnut  Tree  Cafe,  he  feels  happy. 

25-35  Open  answers 

Discussion  activities  key 

1-6  Open  answers 

7  Winston  changes  the  news  so  that  it  agrees  with  what 
the  Party  says. 

8-14  Open  answers 
15  O’Brien 
16-21  Open  answers 

Activity  worksheets  key 

1  Open  answers 

2  a  cold 
b  April 
c  clocks 
d  thirteen 
e  Winston 
f  Victory 
g  head 

h  wind 

3  a  Gin. 

b  Go  into  ordinary  shops, 
c  Opening  the  diary, 
d  Hanging  of  prisoners, 
e  Bombs. 

4  Suggested  answers: 

Winston:  small,  weak,  fair,  intelligent 

Big  Brother:  strong,  big,  with  black  moustache 

Tom  Parsons:  fat,  stupid,  active,  enthusiastic 

5  a  3  b  7  c  2  d  5  e  8  fl  g  6  h  4 

6  a  Proles 

b  Ownlife  is  a  crime, 
c  He  is  a  member  of  the  Party, 
d  A  writer  or  musician, 
e  It  has  no  telescreen. 

7  aT  bT  cF  dT  eF  f  F 

8  a  railway 
b  outside 
c  path 

d  gate 
e  field 
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9  Open  answers 

10  a  5  b  3  c  2  dl  e4 

11  a  5  b  3  c  2  dl  e  4 

12  a  Three 
b  Low 

c  Low 
d  Three 
e  Proles 

13  a  The  aims  of  the  three  groups  are  completely 

different. 

b  The  High  want  to  stay  where  they  are. 
c  The  Middle  want  to  change  places  with  the  High, 
d  Sometimes  the  Low  have  no  aims  at  all. 
e  The  Low  want  to  live  in  a  world  where  all  people 
are  equal. 

f  The  Middle  are  made  up  of  scientists,  teachers,  and 
journalists. 

14  a  5  b  3  c  6  d  4  el  f  2 

15  a  F  bT  cF  dF  eF 

16  Open  answers 

17  a  Goldstein  >  O’Brien 
b  soon  >  never 

c  money  >  power 
d  new  >  no 
e  the  same  >  different 
f  himself  >  Julia 
18-19  Open  answers 


Progress  test  key 

1  a  3  b  1  c  5  d  4  e  2 

2  a  April 

b  Victory  Mansions 
c  The  Parsons  family 
d  No 

3  a  F  bF  cT  dT  eT  f  F  gT  hT 
i  F  j  F 

4  a  Victory 
b  message 

c  Big  Brother 
d  make-up 
e  rat 

5  a  Syme 

b  O’Brien 
c  Mr  Charrington 
d  Goldstein 
e  Julia 

6  a  Ampleforth  leaves  ‘God’  in  a  poem. 

b  Parsons  thinks  he  is  guilty  of  thoughtcrime. 
c  O’Brien  says  that  Julia  betrayed  Winston, 
d  We  do  not  destroy  our  enemies,  we  change  their 
thoughts. 

e  Two  and  two  make  five. 

7  a  Ampleforth 
b  Tom  Parsons 
c  O’Brien 

d  Winston 
e  Julia 

8  a  F  bF  cF  dF  eF 
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